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A third event followed close upon the heel* of this — a quarrel between negro and 
mulatto, that came to blows. It had been sought by the latter to revenge himself, 
at once upon his rival in love, and the witness of his late crime. The conflict did 
not end in mere blows. Yellow Jake, with an instinct derived from his Spanish 
paternity, drew his knife, and inflicted a severe wound upon his unarmed antago' 
nist,— Pagr 20. 
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PUBLISHER'S PREFACE 



The Historical Novel has ever maintained a high rank — per- 
haps the highest — among works of fiction, for the reason that 
while it enchants the senses, it improves the mind, conveying, 
under a most pleasing form, much information which, perhaps, 
the reader would never have sought for amid the dry records of 
the purely historic narrative. 

This fact being conceded, it needs but little argument to 
prove that those works are most interesting which treat of the 
facts and incidents pertaining to our own history, and of a date 
which is yet fresh in the memory of the reader. 

To this class of books preeminently belongs the volume which 
is here submitted to the American reader, from the pen of a 
writer who has proved himself unsurpassed in the field which he 

has, by his various works, made peculiarly his own. 

V. The brief but heroic struggle of the celebrated Chief, Osceola, 



IT PUBLISHERS PBEFAGB. 

forms the groundwork of a narrative which is equal, if not 
superior, to any of Mr. Beid's former productions ; and while the 
reader's patriotism cannot fail to be gratified at the result, his 
sympathy is, at the same time, awakened for the manly straggles 
and untimely fate of the gallant spirit, who fought so nobly for 
the freedom of his red brethren and the preservation of their 
cherished hunting-grounds. 
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OSCEOLA 



CHAPTER I. 

THE FLOWERY LAND. 

Linda Florida I fair land of flowers 1 

Thus hailed thee the bold Spanish adventurer, as standing 
upon the prow of his caravel, he first caught sight of thy 
shores. 

It was upon the Sunday of Palms — the festival of the flowers — 
and the devout Castilian beheld in thee a fit emblem of the day. 
Under the influence of a pious thought, he gave thee its name, 
and well deservedst thou the proud appellation. 

That was three hundred years ago. Three full cycles have 
rolled past, since the hour of thy baptismal ceremony ; but the 
title becomes thee as ever. Thy floral bloom is as bright at this 
hour as when Leon landed upon thy shores — ay, bright as when 
the breath of Ood first called thee into being. 

Thy forests are still virgin and inviolate ; verdant thy savan- 
nas ; thy groves as fragrant as ever — those perfumed groves of 
aniseed and orange, of myrtle and magnolia. Still sparkles upon 
thy plains the cerulean ixia ; still gleam in thy waters the golde* 
nymphffi ; above thy swamps yet tower the colossal cypress, the 
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10 OSCEOLA. 

gigantic cedar, the gum, and the bay-tree ; still oyer thy gentle 
elopes of silvery sand wave long-leaved pines, mingling their 
acetaloos foliage with the frondage of the palm. Strange 
anomaly of vegetation ; the tree of the north, and the tree of 
the south — the types of the frigid and torrid — in this thy mild 
mid region, standing side by side, and blending their branches 
together ! 

Linda Florida ! who can behold thee without peculiar emo- 
tion ? without conviction that thou art a favoured land ? Gaz- 
ing upon thee, one ceases to wonder at the faith — the wild faith 
of the early adventurers — that from thy bosom gushed forth the 
fountain of youth, the waters of eternal life 1 

No wonder the sweet fancy found favour and credence ; no 
wonder so delightful an idea had its crowds of devotees. Thou- 
sands came from afar, to find rejuvenescence by bathing in thy 
crystal streams — thousands sought it, with far more eagerness 
than the white metal of Mexico, or the yellow gold of Peru ; in 
the search thousands grew older instead of younger, or perished 
in pursuit of the vain illusion ; but who could wonder? 

Even at this hour, one can scarcely think it an illusion ; and 
in that age of romance, it was still easier of belief. A new 
world had been discovered, why not a new theory of life? 
Men looked upon a land where the leaves never fell, and the 
flowers never faded. The bloom was eternal — eternal the music 
of the birds. There was no winter — no signs of death or decay. 
Natural, then, the fancy, and easy the faith, that in such fair land 
man too might be immortal. 

The delusion has long since died away, but not the beauty that 
gave birth to it. Thou, Florida, art still the same — still art thou 
emphatically the land of flowers. Thy groves are as green, thy 
skies as bright, thy waters as diaphanous as ever. There is no 
change in the loveliness of thy aspect. 

• And yet I observe a change. The scene is the -same, but not 
the characters ! Where are they of that red race who were 
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THE FLOWERY LAND. 11 

born of thee, and nurtured on thy bosom ? I see them not. In 
thy fields, I behold white and black, but not red — European and 
African, but not Indian — not one of that ancient people who were 
once thine own. Where are they ? 

Gone I all gone 1 No longer tread they thy flowery paths — 
no longer are thy crystal streams cleft by the keels of their 
canoes — no more upon thy spicy gale is borne the sound of their 
voices — the twang of their bowstrings is heard no more amid the 
trees of thy forest : they have parted from thee far and for ever. 

But not willing went they away — for who could leave thee 
with a willing heart ? No, fair Florida ; thy red children were 
true to thee, and parted only in sore unwillingness. Long did 
they cling to the loved scenes of their youth ; long continued 
they the conflict of despair, that has made them famous for ever. 
Whole armies, and many a hard struggle, it cost the pale-face to 
dispossess them ; and then they went not willingly — they were 
torn from thy bosom like wolf-cubs from their dam, and forced to 
a far western land. Sad their hearts, and slow their steps, as 
they faced toward the setting sun. Silent or weeping, they 
moved onward. In all that band, there was not one voluntary 
exile. 

No wonder they disliked to leave thee. I can well compre- 
hend the poignancy of their grief. I too have enjoyed the sweets 
of thy flowery land, and parted from thee with like reluctance. 
I have walked under the shadows of thy majestic forests, and 
bathed my body in thy limpid streams — not with the hope of 
rejuvenescence, but the certainty of health and joy. Oft have I 
made my couch under the canopy of thy spreading palms and 
magnolias, or stretched myself along the green-eward of thy 
savannas ; and, with eyes bent upon the blue ether of thy hea- 
vens, have listened to my heart repeating the words of the east- 
ern poet : 

" Oh ! if there can be an Elysium on earth, 
It is this — it is this f* 
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CHAPTER n. 

THE INDIGO PLANTATION. 

My father was an indigo planter ; his name was Randolph. I 
bear his name in full — George Randolph. 

There is Indian blood in my veins. My father was of the 
Randolphs of Roanoke — hence . descended from the Princess 
Pocahontas. He was prond of his Indian ancestry — almost 
yain of it. 

It may sound paradoxical, especially to European ears ; bnt 
it is true, that white men in America, who have Indian blood in 
them, are prond of the taint. Even to be a " half-breed n is no 
badge of shame — particularly where the sang tntti has been 
gifted with fortune. Not all the volumes that have been written 
bear such strong testimony to the grandeur of the Indian char- 
acter as this one fact — we are not ashamed to acknowledge them 
as ancestry 1 

Hundreds of white families lay claim to descent from the Vir- 
ginian princess. If their claims be just, then must the fair 
Pocahontas have been a blessing to her lord. 

I think my father was of the true lineage ; at all events, he 
belonged to a proud family in the " Old Dominion;" and during his 
early life had been surrounded by sable slaves in hundreds. But 
his rich patrimonial lands became at length worn out — profuse 
hospitality well-nigh ruined him ; and not brooking an inferior 
station, he gathered up the fragments of his fortune, and 
" moved " southward — there to begin the world anew. 

I was born before this removal, and am therefore a native of 
Virginia ; but my earliest impressions of a home were formed 
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THE INDIGO PLANTATION. 13 

upon the banks of the beautiful Suwanee in Florida. That was 
the scene of my boyhood's life — the spot consecrated to me by 
the joys of youth and the charms of early love. 

I would paint the picture of my boyhood's home. Well do I 
remember it : so fair a scene is not easily effaced from the me- 
mory. 

A handsome " frame "-house, coloured white, with green Vene- 
tians over the windows, and a wide verandah extending all round. 
Carved wooden porticoes support the roof of this verandah, and 
a low balustrade with light railing separates it from the adjoining 
grounds — from the flower parterre in front, the orangery on the 
right flank and a large garden on the left. From the outer edge 
of the parterre, a smooth lawn slopes gently to the bank of the 
river — here expanding to the dimensions of a noble lake, with 
distant wooded shores, islets that seem suspended in the air, 
wild-fowl upon the wing, and wild-fowl in the water. 

Upon the lawn, behold tall tapering palms, with pinnatifid 
leaves — a species of oreodoxia — others with broad fan-shaped 
fronds — the palmetioes of the south ; behold magnolias, clumps of 
the fragrant illicium, and radiating crowns of the yucca gloriosa — 
all indigenous to the soil. Another native presents itself to the 
eye— a huge live-oak extending its long horizontal boughs, covered 
thickly with evergreen coriaceous leaves, and broadly shadowing 
the grass beneath. Under its shade behold a beautiful girl, in 
light summer robes — her hair loosely coifed with a white kerchief, 
from the folds of which have escaped long tresses glittering with 
the hues of gold. That is my sister Virginia, my only sister, still 
younger than myself. Her golden hair bespeaks not her Indian 
descent, but in that she takes after our mother. She is playing 
with her pets, the doe of the fallow deer, and its pretty spotted 
fawn. She is feeding them with the pulp of the sweet orange, 
of which they are immoderately fond. Another favourite is by 
her aide, led by its tiny chain. It is the black fox-squirrel, with 
glossy coat and quivering tail. Its eccentric gambols frighten the 
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14 OSOFOLA. 

fawn, causing the timid creature to start over the ground, and 
press closer to its mother, and sometimes to my sister, for pro- 
tection. 

The scene has its accompaniment of mnsic. The golden oriole, 
whose nest is among the orange-trees, gives ont its liquid song ; 
the mock-bird, caged in the verandah, repeats the strain with 
variations. The gay mimic echoes the red cardinal and the blue 
jay, both fluttering among the flowers of the magnolia ; it mocks 
the chatter of the green paroquets, that are busy with the berries 
of the tall cypresses down by the water's edge ; at intervals it 
repeats the wild scream of the Spanish curlews that wave their 
silver wings overhead, or the cry of the tantalus heard from the 
far islets of the lake. The bark of the dog, the mewing of the 
cat, the hinny of mules, the neighing of horses, even the tones of 
the human voice, are all imitated by this versatile and incompa- 
rable songster. 

The rear of the dwelling presents a different aspect— perhaps 
not so bright, though not less cheerful. Here is exhibited a scene 
of active life— a picture of the industry of an indigo plantation. 

A spacious enclosure, with its " post-and-rail" fence, adjoins the 
house. Near the centre of this stands the pike de resistance — a 
grand shed that covers half an acre of ground, supported upon 
strong pillars of wood. Underneath are seen huge oblong vats, 
hewn from the great trunks of the cypress. They are ranged in 
threes, one above the other, and communicate by means of spi- 
gots placed in their ends. In these the precious plant is mace- 
rated, and its cerulean colour extracted. 

Beyond are rows of pretty little cottages, uniform in size and 
shape, each embowered in its grove of orange-trees, whose ripen- 
ing fruit and white wax-like flowers fill the air with perfume. 
These are the negro cabins. Here and there, towering above 
their roofs in upright attitude, or bending gently over, is the same 
noble palm-tree that ornaments the lawn in front. Other houses 
appear within the enclosure, rude structures of hewn logs, with 
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11 cisp-board n roofs : they are the stable, the corn-crib, the kitch- 
en — this last communicating with the main dwelling by a long 
open gallery, with shingle roof, supported upon posts of the fra- 
grant red cedar. 

Beyond the enclosure stretch wild fields, backed by a dark belt 
of cypress forest that shuts out the view of the horizon. These 
fields exhibit the staple of cultivation, the precious dye-plant, 
though other vegetation appears upon them. There are maize- 
plants and sweet potatoes ( Convolvulus batatas) some rice, and 
sugar-cane. These are not intended for commerce, but to provi- 
sion the establishment. 

The. indigo is sown in straight rows, with intervals between. 
The plants are of different ages, some just bursting through the 
glebe with leaves like young trefoil; others full grown, above two 
feet in height, resemble ferns, and exhibit the light-green pin- 
nated leaves which distinguish most of the leguminosa — for the 
indigo belongs to this tribe. Some shew their papilionaceous 
flowers just on the eve of bursting ; but rarely are they per- 
mitted to exhibit their full bloom. Another destiny awaits them ; 
and the hand of the reaper rudely checks their purple inflore- 
scence. 

In the inclosure, and over the indigo-fields, a hundred human 
forms are moving ; with one or two exceptions, they are all of 
the African race — all slaves. They are not all of black skin — 
scarcely the majority of them are negroes. There are mulattoes, 
samboes, and quadroons. Even some who are of pure African 
blood are not black, only bronze-coloured ; but with the excep- 
tion of the " overseer " and the owner of the plantation, all are 
slaves. Some are hideously ugly, with thick lips, low retreating 
foreheads, flat noses, and ill-formed bodies 1 others are well pro- 
portioned ; and among them are some that might be accounted 
good-looking. There are women nearly white — quadroons. Of 
the latter are several that are more than good-looking — some 
even beautiful. 
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The men are in their work-dresses : loose cotton trousers, with 
coarse coloured shirts, and hats of palmetto-leaf. A few display 
dandyism in their attire. Some are naked from the waist 
upwards, their black skins glistening under the sun like ebony. 
The women are more gaily arrayed in striped prints, and heads 
" toqued " with Madras kerchiefs of brilliant check. The dresses 
of some are tasteful and pretty. The turban-like coiffure renders 
them picturesque. 

Both men and women are alike employed in the business of the 
plantation — the manufacture of the indigo. Some cut down the 
plants with reaping-hooks, and tie them in bundles ; others carry 
the bundles in from the fields to the great shed ; a few are 
employed in throwing them into the upper trough, the " steeper;" 
while another few are drawing off and " beating." Some shovel 
the sediment into the draining-bags, while others superintend the 
drying and cutting out. All have their respective tasks, and all 
seem alike cheerful in the performance of them. They laugh, 
and chatter, and sing ; they give back jest for jest ; and 
scarcely a moment passes that merry voices are not ringing upon 
the ear. 

And yet these are all slaves — the slaves of my father. He 
treats them well ; seldom is the lash uplifted : hence the happy 
mood and cheerful aspect. 

Such pleasant pictures are graven on my memory, sweetly and 
deeply impressed. They formed the mis&tn-scene of my early 
life. 
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CHAPTER in. 



THE TWO JAKII 



Every plantation has its " bad fellow " — often more than one, 
bnt always one who holds preeminence in evil. " Yellow Jake " 
was the fiend of onrs. 

He was a young mulatto, in person not ill-looking, but of sul- 
len habit and morose disposition. On occasions he had shewn 
himself capable of fierce resentment and cruelty. 

Instances of such character are more common among mulat- 
tos than negroes. Pride of color on the part of the yellow 
man — confidence in a higher organism, both intellectual and phy- 
sical, and consequently a keener sense of the injustice of his 
degraded position, explain this psychological difference. 

As for the pure negro, he rarely enacts the unfeeling savage. 
In the drama of human life, he is the victim, not the villain. No 
matter where lies the scene— in his own land, or elsewhere — he 
has been used to play the role of the sufferer ; yet his soul is 
still free from resentment or ferocity. In all the world, there is 
no kinder, heart than that which beats within the bosom of the 
African black. 

Yellow Jake was wicked without provocation. Cruelty was 
innate in his disposition — no doubt inherited. He was a Spanish 
mulatto; that is, paternally of Spanish blood — maternally, negro. 
His father had sold him to mine ! 

A slave-mother, a slave-son. The father's freedom affects not 
the offspring. Among the black and red races of America, the 
child fellows the fortunes of the mother. Only she of Caucasian 
race can be the mother of white men. 
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There was another " Jacob " upon the plantation — hence the 
distinctive sobriquet of " Yellow Jake." This other was " Black 
Jake;" and only in age and size was there any similarity between 
the two. In disposition they differed even more than in com- 
plexion. If Yellow Jake had the brighter skin, Black Jake had 
the lighter heart. Their countenances exhibited a complete con- 
trast — the contrast between a sullen frown and a cheerful smile. 
The white teeth of the latter were ever set in smiles : the former 
smiled only when under the influence of some malicious prompt- 
ing. 

Black Jake was a Virginian. He was one of those belong- 
ing to the old plantation — had "moved" along with his master ; 
and felt those ties of attachment which in many cases exist 
strongly between master and slave. He regarded himself as one 
of our family, and gloried in bearing our name. Like all negroes 
born in the " Old Dominion/' he was proud of his nativity. In 
caste, a " Vaginny nigger " takes precedence of all others. 

Apart from his complexion, Black Jake was not ill-looking. 
His features were as good as those of the mulatto. He had 
neither the thick lips, flat nose, nor retreating forehead of his 
race — for these characteristics are not universal. I have known 
negroes of pure African blood with features perfectly regular, 
and such a one was Black Jake. In form, he might have passed 
for the Ethiopian Apollo. 

There was one who thought him handsome — handsomer than 
his yellow namesake. This was the quadroon Viola, the belle of 
the plantation. For Viola's hand, the two Jakes hod long time 
been rival suitors. Both had assiduously courted her smiles — 
somewhat capricious they were, for Viola was not without 
coquetry — but she had at length exhibited a marked preference 
for the black. I need not add that there was jealousy between 
the negro and mulatto — on the part of the latter, rank hatred 
of his rival — which Viola's preference had kindled into fierce 
resentment 
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More than once had the two measured their strength, and on 
each occasion had the black been victorious. Perhaps to this 
cause, more than to his personal appearance, was he indebted 
for the smiles of Viola. Throughout all the world, throughout 
all time, beauty has bowed down before courage and strength. 

Yellow Jake was our woodman ; Black Jake, the curator of 
the horses, the driver of " white massa's " barouche. 

The story of the two Jakes — their loves and their jealousies 
— is but a common affair in the petite politique of plantation-life. 
I have singled it out, not from any separate interest it may 
possess, but as leading to a series of events that exercised an 
important influence on my own subsequent history. 

The first of these events was as follows ; Yellow Jake, burning 
with jealousy at the success of his rival, had grown spiteful with 
Viola. Meeting her by some chance in the woods, and far from 
the house, he had offered her a dire insult. Resentment had 
rendered him reckless. The opportune arrival of my sister had 
prevented him from using violence, but the intent could not be 
overlooked ; and chiefly through my sister's influence, the mulatto 
was brought to punishment. 

It was the first time that Yellow Jake had received chastise- 
ment, though not the first time he had deserved it. My father 
had been indulgent with him ; too indulgent, all said. He had 
often pardoned him when guilty of faults — of crimes. My father 
was of an easy temper, and had an exceeding dislike to proceed 
to the extremity of the lash ; but in this case my sister had 
urged, with some spirit, the necessity of the punishment. Viola 
was her maid ; and the wicked conduct of the mulatto could not 
be overlooked. 

The castigation did not cure him of his propensity to evil. 
An event occurred shortly after, that proved he was vindictive. 
My sister's pretty fawn was found dead by the shore of the lake. 
It could not have died from any natural cause — for it was seen 
alive, and skipping over the lawn but the hour before. No 
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alligator could hare done it, nor jet a wolf. There was neither 
scratch nor tear upon it ; no signs of blood 1 It must have been 
strangled. 

It was strangled, as proved in the sequel. Yellow Jake had 
done it, and Black Jake had seen him. From the orange 
grove, where the latter chanced to be at work, he had been wit- 
ness of the tragic scene ; and his testimony procured a second 
flogging for the mulatto. 

A third event followed close upon the heels of this — a quarrel 
between negro and mulatto, that came to blows. It had been 
sought by the latter to revenge himself, at once upon his rival 
in love, and the witness of his late crime. 

The conflict did not end in mere blows. Yellow Jake, with 
an instinct derived from his Spanish paternity, drew his knife, 
and inflicted a severe wound upon his unarmed antagonist. 

This time his punishment was more severe. I was myself 
enraged, for Black Jake was my "body guard" and favourite. 
Though his skin was black, and his intellect but little cultivated, 
his cheerful disposition rendered him a pleasant companion ; he 
was, in fact, the chosen associate of my boyish days — my com- 
rade upon the water, and in the woods. 

Justice required satisfaction, and Yellow Jake caught it in 
earnest. 

The punishment proved of no avail. He was incorrigible. 
The demon spirit was too strong within him : it was part of his 
nature. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE HOMMOCK. 



Just outside the orangery was one of those singular forma- 
tions — peculiar, I believe, to Florida. 

A circular basin, like a vast sugar-pan, opens into the earth, 
to the depth of many feet, and having a diameter of forty yards 
or more. In the bottom of this, several cavities are seen, about 
the size and of the appearance of dug wells, regularly cylindri- 
cal — except where their sides have fallen in, or the rocky 
partition between them has given way, in which case they re- 
semble a vast honeycomb with broken cells. 

The wells are sometimes found dry ; but more commonly there 
is water in the bottom, and often filling the great tank itself. 

Such natural reservoirs, although occurring in the midst of 
level plains, are always partially surrounded by eminences — 
knolls, and detached masses of testaceous rocks ; all of which are 
covered by an evergreen thicket of native trees, as magnolia 
grandiflora, red bay, zanthozylon, live oak, mulberry, and several 
species of fan-palms (palmettoes). Sometime^ these shadowy 
coverts are found among the trees of the pine-forests, and some- 
times they appear in the midst of green savannas, like islets in 
the ocean. 

They constitute the " hommocks " of Florida — famed in the 
story of its Indian wars. 

One of these, then, was situated just outside the orangery ; 
with groups of testaceous rocks forming a half circle around its 
edge ; and draped with the dark foliage of evergreen trees, of 
the species already mentioned. The water contained in the 
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basin was sweet and limpid ; and far down in its crystal depths 
might be seen gold and red fish, with yellow bream, spotted bass, 
and many other beautiful varieties of the finny tribe, disporting 
themselves all day long. The tank was in reality a natural fish- 
pond ; and, moreover, it was used as the family bathing-place — 
for, under the hot sun of Florida, the bath is a necessity as well 
as a luxury. 

From the house, it was approached by a sanded walk that led 
across the orangery, and some large stone-flags enabled the 
bather to descend conveniently into the water. Of course, only 
the white members of the family were allowed the freedom of 
this charming sanctuary. 

Outside the hommock extended the fields under cultivation, 
until bounded in the distance by tall forests of cypress and white 
cedar — a sort of impenetrable morass that covered the country 
for miles beyond. 

On one side of the plantation-fields was a wide plain, covered 
with grassy turf, and without enclosure of any kind. This was 
the savanna, a natural meadow where the horses and cattle of 
the plantation were freely pastured. Deer often appeared upon 
this plain, and flocks of the wild turkey. 

I was just of that age to be enamoured of the chase. Like 
most youth of the southern states who have little else to do, 
hunting was my chief occupation ; and I was passionately fond 
of it. My father had procured for me a brace of splendid grey- 
hounds ; and it was a favourite pastime with me to conceal myself 
in the hommock, wait for the deer and turkeys as they ap- 
proached, and then course them across the savanna. In this 
manner I made many a capture of both species of game ; for the 
wild turkey can easily be run down with fleet dogs. 

The hour at which I was accustomed to enjoy this amusement 
was early in the morning, before any of the family were astir. 
That was the best time to find the game upon the savanna. 

One morning, as usual, I repaired to my stand in the covert. 
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I climbed upon a rock, whose flat top afforded footing both to 
myself and my dogs. From this elevated position I had the 
whole plain under view, and could observe any object that might 
be moving upon it, while I was myself secure from observation. 
The broad leaves of the magnolia formed a bower around me, 
leaving a break in the foliage, through which I could make my 
recoonoissance. 

On this particular morning I had arrived before sunrise. The 
horses were still in their stables, and the cattle in the enclosure. 
Even by the deer, the savanna was untenanted, as I could per- 
ceive at the first glance. Over all its wide extent not an antler 
was to be seen. 

I was somewhat disappointed on observing this. My mother 
expected a party upon that day. She had expressed a wish to 
have venison at dinner : I had promised her she should have it ; 
and on seeing the savanna empty, I felt disappointment. 

I was a little surprised, too ; the sight was unusual. Almost 
every morning, there were deer upon this wide pasture, at one 
point or another. 

Had some early stalker been before me ? Probable enough. 
Perhaps young Ringgold from the next plantation ; or maybe 
one of the Indian hunters, who seemed never to sleep ? Cer- 
tainly, some one had been over the ground, and frightened off 
the game ? 

The savanna was a free range, and all who chose might hunt 
or pasture upon it. It was a tract of common ground, belonging 
to no one of the plantations — government land not yet pur- 
chased. 

Oertainly Ringgold had been there ? or old Hickman, the alli- 
gator-hunter, who lived upon the skirt of our plantation ? or it 
might be an Indian from the other side of the swamp ? 

With such conjectures did I account for the absence of the 
game. 

I felt chagrin. I should not be able to keep my promise ; 
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there would be no venison for dinner. A turkey I might obtain ; 
the hour for chasing them had not yet arrived. I could hear 
them calling from the tall tree tops — their loud " gobbling " borne 
far and clear upon the still air of the morning. I did not care 
for these— the larder was already stocked with them ; I had 
killed a brace on the preceding day. I did not want more — I 
wanted venison. 

To procure it, I must needs try some other mode than cours- 
ing. I had my rifle with me ; I could try a " still-hunt " in the 
woods. Better still, I would go in the direction of old Hick- 
man's cabin ; he might help me in my dilemma. Perhaps he had 
been out already ? if so, he would be sure to bring home venison. 
I could procure a supply from him, and keep my promise. 
- The sun was just shewing his disc above the horizon ; his rays 
were tinging the tops of the distant cypresses, whose light-green 
leaves shone with the lines of gold. 

I gave one more glance over the savanna, before descending 
from my elevated position ; in that glance I saw what caused 
me to change my resolution, and remain upon the rock. 

A herd of deer was trooping out from the edge of the cypress 
woods — at that corner where the rail-fence separated the 
savanna from the cultivated fields. 

" Ha !" thought I, " they have been poaching upon the young 
maize-plants.' 

I bent my eyes towards the point whence, as I supposed, they 
had issued from the fields. I knew there was a gap near the 
corner, with movable bars. I could see it from where I stood, 
but I now perceived that the bars were in their places ! 
. The deer could not have been in the fields then ? It was not 
likely they had leaped either the bars or the fence. It was a 
high rail-fence, with "stakes and riders." The bars were as high 
as the fence. The deer must have come out of the woods ? 

This observation was instantly followed by another. The 
animals were running rapidly, as if alarmed by the presence of 
some enemy. 
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A hunter is behind them ? Old Hickman ? Ringgold f Who? 

I gazed eagerly, sweeping my eyes along the edge of the tim- 
ber, but for awhile saw no one. 

" A lynx or a bear may haye startled them ? If so, they will 
not go far ; I shall haye a chance with my greyhounds yet 
Perhaps n 

My reflections were brought to a sudden termination, on 
perceiving what had caused the stampede of the deer. It was 
neither bear nor lynx, but a human being. 

A man was just emerging from out the dark shadow of the 
cypresses. The sun as yet only touched the tops of the trees ; 
but there was light enough below to enable me to make out the 
figure of a man — still more, to recognise the individual. It was 
neither Ringgold nor Hickman, nor yet an Indian. The dress I 
knew well — the blue cottonade trousers, the striped shirt, and 
palmetto hat. The dress was that worn by our woodman. The 
man was Yellow Jake. 



CHAPTER V. 



YELLOW JAKE. 



Not without some surprise did I make this discovery. What 
was the mulatto doing in the woods at such an hour ? It was 
not his habit to be so thrifty ; on the contrary, it was difficult to 
rouse him to his daily work. He was not a hunter — had no taste 
for it. I never saw him go after game — though, from being 
always in the woods, he was well acquainted with the haunts 
and habits of every animal that dwelt there. What was he 
doing abroad on this particular morning ? 

2 



Digitized 



by Google 



20 060E0LA. 

I remained on my perch to watch him, at the same time keep- 
ing an eye moon the deer. 

It soon became evident that the mulatto was not after these ; 
for, on coming ont of the timber, he turned along its edge, in a 
direction opposite to that in which the deer had gone. He went 
straight towards the gap that fed into the maize-field. 

I noticed that he moved slowly and in a crouching attitude. 
I thought there was some object near his feet : it appeared to be 
a dog, but a very small one. Perhaps an opossum, thought I. 
It was of whitish color, as these creatures are ; but in the dis- 
tance I could not distinguish between an opossum and a puppy. 
I fancied, however, that it was the pouched animal ; that he 
had caught it in the woods, and was leading it along in a 
string. 

There was nothing remarkable or improbable in all this be- 
haviour. The mulatto may have discovered an opossum-cave 
the day before, and set a trap for the animal. It may have been 
caught in the night, and he was now on his way home with it. 
The only point that surprised me was, that the fellow had turned 
hunter ; but I explained this upon another hypothesis. I remem- 
bered how fond the negroes are of the flesh of the opossum, and 
Yellow Jake was no exception to the rule. Perhaps he had 
seen, the day before, that this one could be easily obtained, and 
had resolved upon having a roast ? 

But why was he not carrying it in a proper manner ? He 
appeared to be leading, or dragging it rather — for I knew the 
creature would not be led — and every now and then I observed 
him stoop towards it, as if caressing it. 

I was puzzled ; it could not be an opossum. 

I watched the man narrowly till he arrived opposite the gap 
in the fence. I expected to see him step over the bars — since 
through the maize-field was the nearest way to the house. Cer- 
tainly he entered the field ; but, to my astouishment, instead of 
climbing over in the usual manner, I saw him take out bar after 
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bar, down to the yery lowest. I observed, moreover, that he 
flung the bars to one side, leaving the gap quite open ! 

He then passed through, aid entering among the corn, in the 
same crouching attitude, disappeared behind the broad blades of 
the young maize-plants — 

For a while I saw no more of him, or the white object that he 
" toated " along with him in such a singular fashion. 

I turned my attention to the deer : they had got over their 
alarm, and had halted near the middle of the savanna, where 
they were now quietly browsing. 

Butl could not help pondering upon the eccentric manoeuvres 
I had just been witness of ; and once more I bent my eyes 
toward the place, where I had last seen the mulatto. 

He was still among the maize-plants. I could see nothing of 
him ; but at that moment my eyes rested upon an object that 
filled me with fresh surprise. 

Just at the point where Yellow Jake had emerged from the 
woods, something else appeared in motion — also coming out into 
the open savanna. It was a dark object, and from its prostrate 
attitude, resembled a man crawling forward upon his hands, and 
dragging his limbs after him. 

For a moment or two, I believed it to be a man — not a white 
man — but a negro or an Indian. The tactics were Indian, but 
we were at peace with these people, and why should one of 
them be thus trailing the mulatto ? I say " trailing " for the atti- 
tude and motions, of whatever creature I saw, plainly indicated 
that it was following upon the track which Yellow Jake had just 
passed over. 

Was it Black Jake who was after him ? 

This idea came suddenly into my mind : I remembered the 
vendetta that existed between them ; I remembered the conflict 
in which Yellow Jake had used his knife. True, he had been 
punished, but not by Black Jake himself. Was the latter now 
seeking to revenge himself in person ? 
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This might have appeared the easiest explanation of the scene 
that was mystifying me ; had it not been for the improbability 
of the black acting in such a manner. I could not think that 
the noble fellow would seek any mean mode of retaliation, how- 
ever revengeful he might feel against one who had so basely 
attacked him. It was not in keeping with his character. No. 
It could not be he who was crawling out of the bushes. 

Nor he, nor any one. 

At that moment, the golden sun flashed over the savanna. 
His beams glanced along the green-sward, lighting the trees to 
their bases. The dark form emerged from out of the shadow, 
and turned head towards the maize-field. The long prostrate 
body glittered under the sun with a sheen like scaled armor. It 
was easily recognised. It was not negro — not Indian — not 
human : it was the hideous form of an alligator 1 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE ALLIG ATOR. 

To one brought up — born, I might almost say — upon the 
banks of a Floridian river, there is nothing remarkable in the 
sight of an alligator. Nothing very terrible either ; for ugly as 
ig the great saurian — certainly the most repulsive form in the 
animal kingdom — it is least dreaded by those who know it best. 
For all that, it is seldom approached without some feeling of fear. 
The stranger to its haunts and habits, abhors and flees from it ; 
and even the native — be he red, white, or black — whose home 
borders the swamp and the lagoon, approaches this gigantic liz- 
ard with caution. 

Some closet naturalists have asserted that the alligator will 
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not attack man, and jet they admit that it will destroy horses 
and horned cattle. A like allegation is made of the jaguar and 
vampire bat. Strange assertions, in the teeth of a thousand 
testimonies to the contrary 

It is true the alligator does not always attack man when an 
opportunity offers — nor does the lion, nor yet the tiger — but 
even the false Buffon would scarcely be bold enough to declare 
that the alligator is innocuous. If a list could be furnished of 
human beings who have fallen victims to the voracity of this 
creature, since the days of Columbus, it would be found to be 
something enormous — quite equal to the havoc made in the same 
period of time by the Indian tiger or the African lion. Humboldt, 
during his short stay in South America, was well informed of 
many instances ; and for my part, I know of more than one case 
of actual death, and many of lacerated limbs, received at the 
jaws of the American alligator. 

There are many species, both of the caiman or alligator, and 
of the true crocodile, in the waters of tropical America. They 
are more or less fierce, and hence the difference of " travellers" 
tales " in relation to them. Even the same species in two differ- 
ent rivers is not always of like disposition. The individuals are 
affected by outward circumstances, as other animals are. Size, 
climate, colonisation, all produce their effect ; and, what may 
appear still more singular, their disposition is influenced by the 
character of the race of men that chances to dwell near them ! 

On some of the South- American rivers — whose banks are the 
home of the ill-armed apathetic Indian — the caimans are exceed- 
ingly bold, and dangerous to approach. Just so were their con- 
geners, the alligators of the north, till the stalwart backwoods- 
man, with his axe in one hand, and his rifle in the other, taught 
them to fear the upright form — a proof that these crawling 
creatures possess the powers of reason. Even to this hour, in 
many of the swamps and streams of Florida, full-grown alligators 
cannot be aroroached without peril ; this is especially the case 
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during the season of the sexes, and still more where these reptiles 
are encountered remote from the habitations of man. In Florida 
are rivers and lagoons where a swimmer would have no more 
chance of life, than if he had plunged into a sea of sharks. 

Notwithstanding all this, use brings one to look lightly even 
upon real danger — particularly when that danger is almost 
continuous ; and the denizen of the cypriere and the white cedar 
swamp is accustomed to regard without much emotion the menace 
of the ugly alligator. To the native of Florida, its presence is 
no novelty, and its going or coming excites but little interest — 
except perhaps in the bosom of the black man who feeds upon 
its tail ; or the alligator-hunter, who makes a living out of its 
leather. 

The appearance of one on the edge of the savanna would not 
have caused me a second thought, had it not been for its pecu- 
liar movements, as well as those I had just observed on the part 
of the mulatto. I could not help fancying that there was some 
connexion between them ; at all events it appeared certain, that 
the reptile was following the man ! 

Whether it had him in view, or whether trailing him by the 
scent, I could not tell. The latter I fancied to be the case ; for 
the mulatto had entered under cover of the maize-plants, before 
the other appeared outside the timber ; and it could hardly have 
seen him as it turned towards the gap. It might, but I fancied 
not More like, it was trailing him by the scent ; but whether 
the creature was capable of doing so, I did not stay to inquire. 

On it crawled over the sward — crossing the corner of the mea- 
dow, and directly upon the track which the man had taken. At 
intervals, it paused, flattened its breast against the earth, and 
remained for some seconds in this attitude, as if resting itself. 
Then it would raise its body to nearly a yard in height, and 
move forward with apparent eagerness — as if in obedience to 
some attractive power in advance of it ? The alligator progresses 
but slowly upon dry ground — not faster than a duck or goose. 
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The water is its true element, where it makes way almost with 
the rapidity of a fish. 

At length it approached the gap ; and, after another pause, 
it drew its long dark body within the enclosure. I saw it enter 
among the maize-plants, at the exact point where the mulatto 
had disappeared I Of course, it was now also hidden from my 
view. 

I no longer doubted that the monster was following the man ; 
and equally certain was I that the latter knew that he was 
followed ! How could I doubt either of these facts ? To the 
former, I was an eye-witness ; of the latter, I had circumstantial 
proofs. The singular attitudes and actions of the mulatto ; his 
taking out the bars and leaving the gap free ; his occasional 
glances backward — which I had observed as he was crossing the 
open ground — these were my proofs that he knew what was 
coming behind him — undoubtedly he knew. 

But my conviction upon these two points in nowise helped to 
elucidate the mystery — for a mystery it had become. Beyond 
a doubt, the reptile was drawn after by some attraction, which 
it appeared unable to resist — its eagerness in advancing was evi- 
dence of this, and proved that the man was exercising some 
influence over it that lured it forward. 

What influence ? Was he beguiling it by some charm of 
Obeah? 

A superstitious shudder came over me, as I asked myself the 
question. I really had such fancies at the moment. Brought 
up, as I had been, among Africans, dandled in the arms — per- 
haps nourished from the bosom — of many a sable nurse, it is not 
to be wondered at that my young mind was tainted with the 
superstitions of Bonny and Benin. I knew there were alligators 
in the cypress swamp — in its more remote recesses, some of 
enormous size — but how Yellow Jake had contrived to lure one 
out, and cause it to follow him over the dry cultivated ground, 
was a puzzle I could not explain to myself. I could think of no 
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natural cause ; I was therefore forced into the regions of the 
weird and supernatural. 

I stood for a long while watching and wondering. The deer 
had passed oat of my mind. They fed unnoticed : I was too 
much absorbed in the mysterious movements of the half-breed 
and his amphibious follower. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE TURTLE-CRAWL. 

So long as they remained in the maize-field, I saw nothing of 
either. The direction of my view was slightly oblique to the 
rows of the plants. The corn was at full growth, and its tall 
culms and broad lanceolate leaves would have overtopped the 
head of a man on horseback. A thicket of evergreen trees would 
not have been more impenetrable to the eye. 

By going a little to the right, I should have become aligned 
with the rows, and could have seen far down the avenues between 
them ; but this would have carried me out of the cover, and the 
mulatto might then have seen me. For certain reasons, I did 
not desire he should ; and I remained where I had hitherto been 
standing. 

I was satisfied that the man was still making his way up the 
field, and would in due time discover himself in the open ground. 

An indigo flat lay between the hommock and the maize. To 
approach the house, it would be necessary for him to pass through 
the indigo ; and, as the plants were but a little over two feet in 
height, I could not fail to observe him as ho came through. I 
waited, therefore, with a feeling of curious anticipation — my 
thoughts still wearing a tinge of the weird ! 
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He came on slowly — very slowly ; but I knew that he was 
advancing. I could trace his progress by an occasional move- 
ment which I observed among the leaves and tassels of the maize. 
The morning was still — not a breath of air stirred ; and conse- 
quently the motion mast have been caused by some one passing 
among the plants — of coarse by the mulatto himself. The oscil- 
lation observed farther off, told that the alligator was still follow- 
ing. 

Again and again I observed this movement among the maize- 
blades. It was evident the man was not following the direction 
of the rows, but crossing diagonally through them ! For what 
purpose ? I could not guess. Any one of the intervals would 
have conducted him in a direct line towards the house — whither 
I supposed him to be moving. Why, then, should he adopt a 
more difficult course, by crossing them ? It was not till after- 
wards that I discovered his object in this zigzag movement. 

He had now advanced almost to the nether edge of the corn- 
field. The indigo flat was of no great breadth, and he was 
already so near, that I could hear the rustling of the cornstalks 
as they switched against each other. 

Another sound I could now hear ; it resembled the howling 
of a dog. I heard it again, and, after an interval, again. It 
was not the voice of a foil-grown dog, but rather the weak whim- 
per of a puppy. 

At first, I fancied that the sounds came from the alligator : 
for these reptiles make exactly such a noise— but only when 
young. The one following the mulatto was full grown ; the cries 
could not proceed from it. Moreover, the sounds came from a 
point nearer me — from the place where the man himself was 
moving. 

I now remembered the white object I had observed as the 
man was crossing the corner of the savanna. It was not an 
opossum, then, but a young dog. 

2* 
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Yes. I heard the cry again : it was the whining of a whelp 
—nothing else. 

If I could have doubted the evidence of my ears, my eyes 
would soon have convinced me ; for, just then, I saw the man 
emerge from out the maize with a dog by his side — a small white 
cur, and apparently a young one. He was leading the creature 
upon a string, half-dragging it after him. I had now a full view 
of the individual, and saw to a certainty that he was our wood- 
man, Yellow Jake. 

Before coming out from the cover of the corn, he halted for a 
moment — as if to reconnoitre the ground before him. He was 
upon his feet, and in an erect attitude. Whatever motive he 
had for concealment, he needed not to crouch amid the tall plants 
of maize ; but the indigo did not promise so good a shelter, and 
he was evidently considering how to advance through it without 
being perceived. Plainly, he had a motive for concealing him- 
self — his every movement proved this — but with what object I 
could not divine. 

The indigo was of the kind known as the " false Guatemala." 
There were several species cultivated upon the plantation ; but 
this grew tallest ; and some of the plants, now in their full pui> 
pie bloom, stood nearly three feet from the surface of the soil. 
A man passing through them in an erect attitude, could, of 
course, have been seen from any part of the field ; but it was 
possible for one to crouch down,- and move, between the rows 
unobserved. This possibility seemed to occur to the woodman ; 
for, after a short pause, he dropped to his hands and knees, and 
commenced crawling forward among the indigo. 

There was no fence for him to cross — the cultivated ground 
was all under one enclosure — and an open ridge alone formed 
the dividing-line between the two kinds of crop. 

Had I been upon the same level with the field, the skulker 
would have been now hidden from my sight ; but my elevated 
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position enabled me to command a view of the intervals between 
the rows, and I could note every movement he was making. 

Every now and then he paused, caught up the cur, and held it 
for a few seconds in his hands — during which the animal con- 
tinued to howl as if in pain I 

As he drew nearer, and repeated this operation, I saw that 
he was pinching its ears ! 

Fifty paces in his rear, the great lizard appeared coming out 
of the corn. It scarcely made pause in the open ground, but 
still following the track, entered among the indigo. 

At this moment, a light broke upon me ; I no longer specula- 
ted on the power of Obeah. The mystery was dissolved : the 
alligator was lured forward by the cries of the dog I 

I might have thought of the thing before, for I had heard of it 
before. I had heard from good authority — the alligator-hunter 
himself, who had often captured them by such a decoy — that 
these reptiles will follow a howling dog for miles through the 
forest, and that the old males especially are addicted to this 
habit. Hickman's belief was that they mistake the voice of the 
dog for that of their own offspring, which these unnatural parents 
eagerly devour. 

But, independently of this monstrous propensity, it is well 
known that dogs are the favourite prey of the alligator ; and the 
unfortunate beagle that, in the heat of the chase, ventures across 
creek or lagoon, is certain to be attacked by these ugly 
amphibia. 

The huge reptile, then, was being lured forward by the voice 
of the puppy ; and this accounted for the grand overland jour- 
ney he was making. 

There was no longer a mystery — at least, about the mode in 
which the alligator was attracted onward ; the only thing that 
remained for explanation was, what motive had the mulatto in 
carrying out this singular manoeuvre ? 

When I saw him take to his hands and knees, I had been 
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under the impression that he did so to approach the house, with- 
out being observed. But as I continued to watch him, I changed 
my mind. 1/ noticed that he looked oftener, and with more 
anxiety behind him, as if he was only desirous of being concealed 
from the eyes of the alligator. I observed, too, that he changed 
frequently from place to place, as if he aimed at keeping a 
screen of the plants between himself and his follower. This 
would also account for his having crossed the rows of the maize- 
plants, as already noticed. 

After all, it was only some freak that had entered the fellow's 
brain. He had learned this curious mode of coaxing the alliga- 
tor from its haunts — perhaps old Hickman had shown him how 
— or he may have gathered it from his own observation, while 
wood-chopping in the swamps. He was taking the reptile to the 
house from some eccentric motive ? — to make exhibition of it 
among his fellows ? — to have a " lark n with it ? or a combat 
between it and the house-dogs ? or for some like purpose ? 

I could not divine his intention, and would have thought no 
more of it, had it not been that one or two little circumstances 
had made an impression upon me. I was struck by the peculiar 
pains which the fellow was taking to accomplish his purpose with 
success. He was sparing neither trouble nor time. True, it 
was not to be a work-day upon the plantation ; it was a holiday, 
and the time was his own ; but it was not the habit of Yellow 
Jake to be abroad at so early an hour, and the trouble he was 
taking was not in consonance with his character of habitual 
insouciance and idleness. Some strong motive, then, must have 
been urging him to the act. What motive ? 

I pondered upon it, but could not make it out 

And yet I felt uneasiness, as I watched him. It was an 
undefined feeling, and I could assign no reason for it — beyond 
the fact that the mulatto was a bad fellow, and I knew him to 
be capable of almost any wickedi»v,ss. But if his design was a 
pricked one, what evil could he effect with the alligator ? No 
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one would fear the reptile upon dry ground ? — it could hurt no 
one? 

Thus I reflected, and still did I feel some indefinite apprehen- 
sions. 

But for this feeling I should have given over observing his 
movements, and turned my attention to the herd of deer — which 
I now perceived approaching up the savanna, and coming close 
to my place of concealment. 

I resisted the temptation, and continued to watch the mulatto 
a little longer. 

I was not kept much longer in suspense. He had now arrived 
upon- the outer edge of the hommock, which he did not enter. 
I saw him turn round the thicket, and keep on towards the 
orangery. There was a wicket at this corner which he passed 
through, leaving the gate open behind him. At short intervals, 
he still caused the dog to utter its involuntary howlings. 

It no longer needed to cry loudly, for the alligator was now 
close in the rear. 

I obtained a full view of the monster as it passed under my 
position. It was not one of the largest, though it was several 
yards in length. There are some that measure more than a sta- 
tute pole. This one was full twelve feet, from its snout to the 
extremity of its tail. It clutched the ground with its broad 
webbed feet as it crawled forward. Its corrugated skin of bluish 
brown color was coated with slippery mucus, that glittered under 
the sun as it moved ; and large masses of the swamp-slime 
rested in the concavities between its rhomboid scales. It seemed 
greatly excited 5 and whenever it heard the voice of the dog, 
exhibited fresh symptoms of rage. It would erect itself upon 
its muscular arms, raise its head aloft — as if to get a view of the 
prey — lash its plaited tail into the air, and swell its body almost 
to double its natural dimensions. At the same time, it emitted 
loud noises from its throat and nostrils, that resembled the rum- 
bling of distant thunder, and its musky smell filled the air with a 
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sickening effluvium. A more monstrous creature it would be 
impossible to conceive. Even the fabled dragon could not have 
been more horrible to behold. 

Without stopping, it dragged its long body through the gate, 
still following the direction of the noise. The leaves of the 
evergreens intervened, and hid the hideous reptile from my 
sight. 

I turned my face in the opposite direction — towards the house — 
to watch the further movements of the mulatto. From my posi- 
tion, I commanded a view of the tank, and could see nearly all 
around it. The inner side was especially under my view, as 
it lay opposite, and could only be approached through the 
orangery. 

Between the grove and the edge of the great basin, was an 
open space. Here there was an artificial pond only a few yards 
in width, and with a little water at the bottom, which was sup- 
plied by means of a pump, from the main reservoir. This pond, 
or rather enclosure, was the " turtle-crawl," a place in which tur- 
tle were fed and kept, to be ready at all times for the table. 
My father still continued his habits of Virginian hospitality ; and 
in Florida these aldermanic delicacies are easily obtained. 

The embankment of this turtle-crawl formed the direct path to 
the water-basin ; and as I turned, I saw Yellow Jake upon it, 
and just approaching the pond. He still carried the cur in his 
arms ; I saw that he was causing it to utter a continuous how- 
ling. 

On reaching the steps, that led down, he paused a moment, 
and looked back. I noticed that he looked back in both ways — 
first towards the house, and then, with a satisfied air, in the direc- 
tion whence he had come. No doubt he saw the alligator close 
at hand ; for, without further hesitation, he flung the puppy far 
out into the water ; and then, retreating along the embankment 
of the turtle-crawl, he entered among the orange-trees, and was 
out of sight. 
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The whelp, thus suddenly plunged into the cool tank, kept up 
a constant howling, at the same time beating the water violently 
with its feet, in the endeavour to keep itself afloat. 

Its struggles were of short duration. The alligator, now 
guided by the welHknown noise of moving water, as well as the 
cries of the dog, advanced rapidly to the edge ; and without 
hesitating a moment, sprang forward into the pond. With the 
rapidity of an arrow, it darted out to the centre ; and, seizing 
the victim between its bony jaws, dived instantaneously under the 
surface. 

I could for some time trace its monstrous form far down in the 
diaphanous water ; but guided by instinct, it soon entered one of 
the deep wells, amidst the darkness of which it sank out of 
sight. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE KINO VULTURES. 

" So, then, my yellow friend, that is the intention ! — a bit of 
revenge after all. HI make you pay for it, you spiteful ruffian ! 
Tou little thought you were observed. Ha 1 you shall rue this 
cunning deviltry before night." 

Some such soliloquy escaped my lips, as soon as I comprehended 
the design of the mulatto's manoeuvre — for I now understood it — 
at least I thought so. The tank was full of beautiful fish. There 
were gold fish and silver fish, hyodons, and red trout. They were 
my sister's especial pets. She was very fond of them. It was 
her custom to visit them daily, give them food, and watch their 
gambols. Many an aquatic cotillon had she superintended. They 
knew her person, would follow her around the tank, and take 
food out of her fingers. She delighted in thus serving them. 
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The revenge lay in this. The mulatto well knew that the alli- 
gator lives upon fish — they are his natural food ; and that those 
in the tank, pent up as they were, would soon become his prey. 
So strong a tyrant would soon ravage the preserve, killing the 
helpless creatures by scores — of course to tha chagrin and grief 
of their fond mistress, and the joy of Yellow Jake. 

I knew that the fellow disliked my little sister. The spirited 
part she had played, in having him punished for the affair with 
Viola, had kindled his resentment against her ; but since then, 
there had been other little incidents to increase it. She had 
favored the suit of his rival with the quadroon, and had for- 
bidden the woodman to approach Viola in her presence. These 
circumstances had certainly rendered the fellow hostile to her ; 
and although there was no eutward show of this feeling — there 
dared not be — I was nevertheless aware of the fact. His killing 
the fawn had proved it, and the present was a fresh instance of 
the implacable spirit of the man. 

He calculated upon the alligator soon making havoc among the 
fish. Of course he knew it would in time be discovered and 
killed ; but likely not before many of the finest should be de- 
stroyed. 

No one would ever dream that the creature had been brought 
there — for on more than one occasion, alligators had found their 
way into the tank — having strayed from the river, or the neigh- 
boring lagoons — or rather having been guided thither by an 
unexplained instinct, which enables these creatures to travel 
straight in the direction of water. 

Such, thought I, were the designs and conjectures of Yellow 
Jake. 

It proved afterwards that I had fathomed but half his plan. 
I was too young, too innocent of wickedness, even to guess at 
the intense malice of which the human heart is capable. 

My first impulse was to follow the mulatto to the house — make 
known what he had done — have him punished ; and then return 
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with a party to destroy the alligator, before he could do any 
damage among the fish. 

At this crisis, the deer claimed my attention. The herd — an 
antlered back with several does — had browsed close up to the 
hommock. They were within two hundred yards of where I 
stood. The sight was too tempting. I remembered the promise 
to my mother ; it most be kept ; venison must be obtained at 
all hazards 1 

But there was no hazard. The alligator had already eaten his 
breakfast. With a whole dog in his maw, it was not likely he 
would disturb the finny denizens of the tank for some hours to 
come ; and as for Yellow Jake, I saw he had proceeded on to 
the house ; he could be found at any moment ; his chastisement 
could stand oyer till my return. 

With these reflections passing through my mind, I abandoned 
my first design, and turned my attention exclusively to the 
game. 

They were too distant for the range of my rifle ; and I waited 
a while in the hope that they would move nearer. 

But I waited in vain. The deer is shy of the hommock. It 
regards the evergreen islet as dangerous ground, and habitually 
keeps aloof from it. Natural enough, since there the creature 
is oft saluted by the twang of the Indian bow, or the whip-like 
crack of the hunter's rifle. Thence often reaches it the deadly 
missile. 

Perceiving that the game was getting no nearer, but the con- 
trary, I resolved to course them ; and, gliding down from the 
rock, I descended through the copsewood to the edge of plain. 

On reaching the open ground, I rushed forward — at the same 
time unleashing the dogs, and crying the " view niUoo." 

It was a splendid chase — led on by the old buck — the dogs 
following tail-on-end. I thought I never saw deer run so fleetly ; 
it appeared as if scarcely a score of seconds had transpired while 
they were crossing the savanna — more than a mile in width. I 
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had a full and perfect view of the whole ; there was no obstruc- 
tion either to ran of the animals or the eye of the observer ; the 
grass had been browsed short by the cattle, and not a bush grew 
upon the green plain ; so that it was a trial of pure speed 
between dogs and deer. So swiftly ran the deer, I began to feel 
apprehensive about the venison. 

My apprehensions were speedily at an end. Just on the far- 
ther edge of the savanna, the chase ended — so far at least as the 
dogs were concerned, and one of the deer. I saw that they had 
flung a doe, and were standing over her, one of them holding 
her by the throat. 

I hurried forward. Ten minutes brought me to the spot ; and 
after a short struggle, the quarry was killed, and bled. 

I was satisfied with my dogs, with the sport, with my own 
exploits. I was happy at the prospect of being able to redeem 
my promise ; and with the carcass across my shoulders, I turned 
triumphantly homeward. 

As I faced round, I saw the shadow of wings moving over the 
sunlit savanna. I looked upward. Two large birds were above 
me in the air ; they were at no great height, nor were they 
endeavoring to mount higher. On the contrary, they were wheel- 
ing in spiral rings, that seemed to incline downward at each suc- 
cessive circuit they made around me. 

At first glance, the sun's beams were in my eyes, and I could 
not tell what birds were flapping above me. On facing round, I 
had the sun in my favor ; and his rays, glancing full upon the 
soft cream-colored plumage, enabled me to recognize the species — 
they were king vultures — the most beautiful birds of their tribe, 
I am almost tempted to say the most beautiful birds in creation ; 
certainly they take rank, among those most distinguished in the 
world of ornithology. 

These birds are natives of the flowery land, but stray no far- 
ther north. Their haunt is on the green " everglades " and wide 
savannas of Florida, on the llanos of the Orinoco, and the plains 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE KING VULTURES. 43 

of the Apure. In Florida they are rare, though not in all parts 
of it ; but their appearance in the neighborhood of the planta- 
tions excites an interest similar to that which is occasioned by 
the flight of an eagle. Not so with the other vultures — Cathar- 
its aura and attains — both of which are a common as crows. 

In proof that the king vultures are rare, I may state that my 
sister had never seen one — except at a great distance off ; yet 
this young lady was twelve years of age, and a native of the 
land. True, she had not gone much abroad — seldom beyond the 
bounds of the plantation. I remembered her expressing an 
ardent desire to view more closely one of these beautiful birds. 
I remembered it that moment ; and at once formed the design 
of gratifying her wish. 

The birds were near enough — so near that I could distinguish 
the deep yellow color of their throats, the coral red upon their 
crowns, and the orange lappets that drooped along their beaks. 
They were near enough — within half reach of my rifle — but 
moving about as they were, it would have required a better 
marksman than I to have brought one of them down with a 
bullet 

I did not think of trying it in that way. Another idea was 
in my mind ; and without farther pause, I proceeded to carry it 
out 

I saw that the vultures had espied the body of the doe, where 
it lay across my shoulders. That was why they were hovering 
above me. My plan was simple enough. I laid the carcass upon 
the earth ; and, taking my rifle, walked away towards the tim- 
ber. 

Trees grew at fifty yards' distance from where I had placed 
the doe ; and behind the nearest of these I took my stand. 

I had not long to wait. The unconscious birds wheeled lower 
and lower, and at length one alighted on the earth. Its com- 
panion had not time to join it before the rifle cracked, and laid 
the beautiful creature lifeless upon the grass. 
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The other, frighted by the sound, rose higher and higher, and 
then flew away over the tops of the cypresses. 

Again I shouldered my venison ; and carrying the bird in my 
hand started homeward. 

My heart was full of exultation. I anticipated a double plea- 
sure — from the double pleasure I was to create. I should make 
happy the two beings that, of all on earth, were dearest to me — 
my fond mother, my beautiful sister. 

I soon recrossed the savanna, and entered the orangery. I 
did not stay to go round by the wicket, but climbed over the 
fence at its lower end. So happy was I that my load felt light 
as a feather. Exultingly I strode forward, dashing the loaded 
boughs from my path. I sent their golden globes rolling hither 
and thither. What mattered a bushel of oranges ? 

I reached the parterre. My mother was in the verandah ; she 
saw me as I approached, and uttered an exclamation of joy. I 
flung the spoils of the chase at her feet. I had kept my pro- 
mise. 

" What is that ?— a bird V 

II Yes the king vulture — a present for Virgine. Where is she ? 
Not up yet ? Ha ! the little sluggard — I shall soon arouse her. 
Still abed and on such a beautiful morning 1" 

" You wrong her, George ; she has been up on hour or more. 
She has been playing ; and has just this moment left off." 
" But where is she now ? In the drawing-room ? 
" No ; she has gone to the bath." 
"To the bath?' 

" Yes, she and Viola. What " 

" mother — mother " — 

" Tell me George " 

" heavens — the aUigator P 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE BATH. 

11 Yellow Jake ! the alligator 1" 

They were all the words 1 could utter. My mother entreated 
an explanation ; I could not stay to give it. Frantic with ap- 
prehension, I tore myself away, leaving her in a state of terror 
that rivalled my own. 

I run towards the hommock — the bath. I wait not to follow 
the devious route of the walk, but keep straight on, leaping over 
such obstacles as present themselves. I spring across the 
paling, and rush through the orangery, causing the branches to 
crackle and the fruit to fall. My ears are keenly bent to catch 
every sound. 

Behind are sounds enough : I hear my mother's voice uttered 
in accents of terror. Already have her cries alarmed the house, 
and are echoed and answered by the domestics, both females and 
men. Dogs, startled by the sudden excitement, are baying 
within the enclosure, and fowls and caged birds screech in con- 
cert. 

From behind come all these noises. It is not for them my 
ears are bent ; I am listening before me. 

In this direction I now hear sounds. The plashing of water is 
in my ears, and mingling with the tones of a clear silvery voice- 
it is the voice of my. sister 1 " Ha, ha, ha !" The ring of 
laughter ! Thank Heaven, she is safe 1 

I stay my step under the influence of a delicate thought ; I 
call aloud : 

" Virgine ! Virgine l" 
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Impatiently I wait the reply. None reaches me ; the noise of 
the water has drowned my voice ! 

I call again, and londer : " Virgine I sister ! Virgine P 

I am heard, and hear : 

" Who calls ? You, Georgy ?" 

"Yes ; it is I, Virgine." 

" And pray, what want you, brother V 

" sister ! come out of the bath." 

" For what reason should I ? Our friends come ? They are 
early : let them wait, my Georgy. Go you and entertain 
them. I mean to enjoy myself this most beautiful of mornings ; 
the water's just right — delightful ! Isn't it, Viola ? Ho ! I 
shall hare a swim round the pond : here goes V 9 

And then there was a fresh plashing in the water, mingled 
with a cheerful abandon of laughter in the voices of my sister 
and her maid. 

I shouted at the top of my voice : 

" Hear me, Virgine, dear sister ! For Heaven's sake, come 
out ! come " 

There was a sudden cessation of the merry tones ; then came . 
a short sharp ejaculation, followed almost instantaneously by a 
wild scream. I perceived that neither was a reply to my appeal. 
I had called out in a tone of entreaty sufficient to have raised 
apprehension ; but the voices that now reached me were 
uttered in accents of terror. In my sister's voice I heard the 
words : 

" See, Viola ! mercy — the monster ! Ha 1 he is coming 
this way ! mercy I Help, George, help ! Save — save me V 

Well knew I the meaning of the summons ; too well could I 
comprehend the half-coherent words, and the continued scream- 
ing that succeeded them. 

" Sister, I come, I come !" 

Quick as thought, I dashed forward, breaking through the 
boughs that still intercepted my view. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE BATH. 47 

" Oh, perhaps I shall be too late ! She screams in agony ; 
she is already in the grasp of the alligator ?" 

A dozen bonnds carried me clear of the grove ; and, gliding 
along the embankment of the turtle crawl, I stood by the edge 
of the tank. A fearful tableau was before me. 

My sister was near the centre of the basin, swimming towards 
the edge. There stood the quadroon — knee deep — screeching 
and flinging her arms frantically in. the air. Beyond, appeared 
the gigantic lizard ; his whole body, arms, hands, and claws 
clearly traceable in the pellucid water, above the surface of 
which rose the scaly serrature of his back and shoulders. His 
snout and tail projected still higher ; and with the latter he was 
lashing the water into white froth, that already mottled the sur- 
face of the pond. He was not ten feet from his intended victim. 
His gaunt jaws almost touched the green baize skirt that floated 
train-like behind her. At any moment, he might have darted 
forward and seized her. 

My sister was swimming with all her might. She was a capi- 
tal swimmer ; but what could it avail ? Her bathing-dress was 
impeding her ; but what mattered that ? The alligator might 
have seized her at any moment ; with a single effort, could have 
caught her, and yet he had not made it. 

I wondered why he had not ; I wondered that he still held 
back. I wonder to this hour, for it is not yet explained. I can 
account for it only on one supposition : that he felt that his vic- 
tim was perfectly within his power ; and as the cat cajoles with 
the mouse, so was he indulging in the plenitude of his tyrant 
strength. 

These observations were made in a single second of time — 
while I was cocking my rifle. 

I aimed, and fired. There were but two places where the shot 
could have proved fatal — the eye or behind the forearm. I 
aimed for the eye. I hit the shoulder ; but from that hard cor- 
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rugated skin, my bullet glinted as from a granite rock. Among 
the rhomboid protuberances it made a whitish score, and that 
was all. 

The play of the monster was brought to a termination. The 
shot appeared to have given him pain. At all events, it roused 
him to more earnest action, and perhaps impelled him to the final 
spring. He made it the instant after. 

Lashing the water with his broad tail — as if to gain impetus — 
he darted forward ; his huge jaw hinged vertically upward, till 
the red throat showed wide agape ; and the next moment the 
floating skirt — and oh 1 the limbs of my sister, were in his horrid 
gripe 1 

I plunged in, and swam towards them. The gun I still car- 
ried in my grasp. It hindeiy&l me. I dropped it to the bottom, 
and swam on. • •;•"•". ■'"-•'*' 

I caught Virgine in my arms. Iwafc ju&t in time, for the alli- 
gator was dragging her below. 

With all my strength, I held her up : it needed all to keep 
us above the surface. I had no weapon ; and if I had been 
armed, I could not have spared a hand to strike. 

I shouted with all my voice, in the hope of intimidating the as- 
sailant, and causing him to let go his hold. It was to no pur- 
pose : he still held on. 

Heavens ! we shall both be dragged under — drowned— de- 
voured 

A plunge, as of one leaping from a high elevation into the 
pond — a qnick, bold swimmer from the shore— a dark-skinned 

face, with long black hair that floats behind it on the water 

a breast gleaming with bright spangles — a body clad in bead- 
embroidered garments — a man ? a boy 1 

Who is this strange youth that rushes to our rescue ? 

He is already by our side — by the side of our terrible antag- 
onist. With all the earnest energy of his look, he utters not a 
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word. He rests one hand upon the shoulder of the huge lizard, 
and with a sudden spring places himself upon its back. A rider 
could not have leaped more adroitly to the saddle. 

A knife gleams in his uplifted hand. It descends — its blade 
is buried in the eye of the alligator t 

The roar of the saurian betokens its pain. The earth vibrates 
with the sound ; the froth flies up under the lashings of its tail, 
and a cloud of spray is flung oyer us. But the monster has now 
relaxed its gripe, and I am swimming with my sister to the 
shore. 

A glance backward reveals to me a strange sight — I see the 
alligator diving to the bottom with the bold rider upon its 
back ! He is lost — he is lost I 

With painful thoughts, I swim on. I climb out, and place my 
fainting sister upon the bank. I again look back. 

Joy, joy ! the strange youth is once more above the surface, 
and swimming freely to the shore. Upon the further side of the 
pond, the hideous form is also above water, struggling by the 
edge — frantic and furious with the agony of its wounds. 

Joy, joy ! my sister is unharmed. The floating skirt has 
saved her ; scarcely a scratch shows upon her delicate limbs ; 
and now in tender arms, amidst sweet words and looks of kind 
sympathy, she is borne away from the scene of her peril. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE "HAL F-B LOOD." 

The alligator was soon clubbed to death, and dragged to the 
shore— a work of delight to the blacks of the plantation. 

No one suspected how the reptile had got to the pond — for I 
had not said a word to any one. The belief was that it had 
wandered there from the river, or the lagoons — as others had 
done before ; and Yellow Jake, the most active of all in its 
destruction, was heard several times repeating this hypothesis ! 
Little did the villain suspect that his secret was known. I 
thought that besides himself I was the only one privy to it ; in 
this, however, I was mistaken. 

The domestics had gone back to the house, "toatmg w the 
huge carcass with ropes, and uttering shouts of triumph. I was 
alone with our gallant preserver. I stayed behind purposely to 
thank him. 

Mother, father, all had given expression to their gratitude ; 
all had signified their admiration of his gallant conduct : even 
my sister, who had recovered consciousness before being carried 
away, had thanked him with kind words. 

He made no reply, further than to acknowledge the compli- 
ments paid him ; and this he did either by a smile or a simple 
inclination of the head. With the years of a boy, he seemed to 
possess the gravity of a man. 

He appeared about my own age and size. His figure was 
perfectly proportioned, and his face handsome. The complexion 
was not that of a pure Indian, though the style of his dress was 
so. His skin was nearer brunette than bronze : he was evidently 
a " half-blood." 
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His nose was slightly aquiline, Which gave him that fine eagle* 
look peculiar to some of the North American tribes ; and his 
eye, though mild in common mood, was easily lighted np. 
Under excitement, as I had just witnessed, it shone with the 
brilliancy of fire. 

The admixture of Caucasian blood had tamed down the 
prominence of Indian features to a perfect regularity, without 
robbing them of their heroic grandeur of expression ; and the 
black hair was finer than that of the pure native, though equally 
shining and luxuriant. In short, the tout ensemble of this strange 
youth was that of a noble and handsome boy that another brace 
of summers would develop into a splendid-looking man. Even as 
a boy, there was an individuality about him, that, when once 
seen, was not to be forgotten. 

I have said that his costume was Indian. So was it — purely 
Indian — not made up altogether of the spoils of the chase, for 
the buckskin has long, ceased to be the wear of the aborigines 
of Florida. His moccasins alone were of dressed deer's hide ; 
his leggings were of scarlet cloth ; and his tunic of figured cot- 
ton stuff — all three elaborately beaded and embroidered. With 
these he wore a wampum belt, and a fillet encircled his head, 
above which rose erect three plumes from the tail of the king 
vulture— which among Indians is an eagle. Around his neck 
were strings of party-coloured beads, and upon his breast three 
demi-lunes of silver, suspended one above the other. 

Thus was the youth attired, and, despite the soaking which 
his garments had received, he presented an aspect as once noble 
and picturesque. 

II You are sure you have received no injury V 9 I inquired for 
the second time. 

" Quite sure — not the slightest injury." 
" But you are wet through and through ; let me offer you a 
change of clothes : mine, I think, would about fit you." 
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" Thank yon. I should not know how to wear them. The 
sun is strong : my own will soon be dry again." 

" You will come up to the house, and eat something ?" 

" I have eaten but a short while ago. I thank you. I am 
not in need." 

" Some wine ?" 

" Again I thank you — water is my only drink." 

I scarcely knew what to say to my new acquaintance. He 
refused all my offers of hospitality, and yet he remained by me. 
He would not accompany me to the house ; and still he showed 
no sigus of taking his departure. 

Was he expecting something else ? A reward for his services? 
Something more substantial than complimentary phrases ? 

The thought was not unnatural. Handsome as was the youth, 
he was but an Indian. Of compliments he had had enough. 
Indians care little for idle words. It might be that he waited 
for something more ; it was but natural for one in his condition 
to do so, and equally natural for one in mine to think so. 

In an instant my purse was out ; in the next it was in his 
hands — and in the next it was at the bottom of the pond I 

" I did not ask you for money," said he, as he flung the 
dollars indignantly into the water. 

I felt pique and shame ; the latter predominated. I plunged 
into the pond, and dived under the surface. It was not after my 
purse, but my rifle, which I saw lying upon the rocks at the bot- 
tom. I gained the piece, and, carrying it ashore, handed it to 
him. 

The peculiar smile with which he received it, told me that 
I had well corrected my error, and subdued the capricious pride 
of the singular youth. 

" It is my turn to make reparation," said he. " Permit me to 
restore you your purse, and to ask pardon for my rudeness." 
Before I could interpose, he sprang into the water, and dived 
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below the surface. He soon recovered the shining object, and 
returning to the bank, placed it in my hands. 

" This is a splendid gift/' he said, handling the rifle, and 
examining it — " a splendid gift ; and I most return home before 
I can offer you aught in return. We Indians have not much 
that the white man values — only our lands, I have been told" — 
he uttered this phrase with peculiar emphasis. " Our rude 
manufactures," continued he, " are worthless things when put in 
comparison with those of your people — they are but curiosities 
to you at best. But stay — you are a hunter ? Will you accept 
a pair of moccasins and a bullet-pouch ? Maumee makes them 

we n w 

" Maumee P 

" My sister. You will find the moccasin better for hunting 
than those heavy shoes you wear : the tread is more silent." 

"Above all things, I should like to have a pair of your 
moccasins. 

" I am rejoiced that it will gratify you. Matimee shall make 
them, and the pouch too." 

" Maiimee !" I mentally echoed. " Strange, sweet name ! 
Can it be she V 

I was thinking of a bright being that had crossed my path — 
a dream — a heavenly vision — for it seemed too lovely to be 
of the earth. 

While wandering in the woods, amid perfumed groves, had 
this vision appeared to me in the form of an Indian maiden. In 
a flowery glade, I saw her — one of those spots in the southern 
forest which nature adorns so profusely. She appeared to form 
part of the picture. 

One glance had I, and she was gone. I pursued, but to no 
purpose. Like a spirit she glided through the daedalian aisles 
of the grove, and I saw her no more. But though gone from my 
sight, she passed not out of my memory ; ever since had I been 
dreaming of that lovely apparition. Was it Maumee ? " 
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" Your name ?" I inquired, as I saw the youth was about to 
depart 

" I am called Powell by the whites : my father's name — he 
was white — he is dead. My mother still lives ; I need not say 
she is an Indian." 

" I must be gone, sir," continued he after a pause. " Before 
I leave you, permit me to put a question. It may appear imper- 
tinent, but I have good reason for asking it. Have you among 
your slaves one who is very bad, one who is hostile to your 
family?" 

" There is such a one. I have reason to believe it." 

" Would you know his tracks ?" 

11 1 should." 

" Then follow me 1" 

" It is not necessary. I can guess where you would lead me. 
I know all : he lured the alligator hither to destroy my sister." 

" Ugh 1" exclaimed the young Indian, in some surprise. 
" How learned you this, sir ?" 

" From yonder rock, I was a witness of the whole transaction. 
But how did you. come to know of it ?" I asked in turn. 

" Only by following the trail — the man — the dog — the alliga- 
tor. I was hunting by the swamp. I saw the tracks. I sus- 
pected something, and crossed the fields. I had reached the 
thicket when I heard cries. I was just in time. Ugh !" 

" You were in good time, else the villain would have suc- 
ceeded in his intent. Fear not, friend, he shall be punished." 

" Good — he should be punished. I hope you and I may meet 
again." 

A few words more were exchanged between us, and then we 
shook hands, and parted. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE CHASE. 

About the guilt of the mulatto, I had no longer any doubt. 
The mere destruction of the fish could not have been his design ; 
he would never have taken such pains to. accomplish so trifling a 
purpose. No ; his intent was far more horrid ; it compre- 
hended a deeper scheme of cruelty and vengeance ; its aim was 
my sister's life ! — Viola's ! — perhaps both ? 

Awful as was such a belief, there was no room left to doubt 
it ; every circumstance confirmed it. Even the young Indian 
had formed the opinion that such was the design. At this sea- 
son, my sister was in the habit of bathing almost every day ; 
and that this was her custom was known to all upon the planta- 
tion. I had not thought of it when I went in pursuit of the 
deer, else I should in all probability have acted in a different 
manner. But who could have suspected such dire villainy ? 

The cunning of the act quite equalled its malice. By the 
merest accident, there were witnesses ; but had there been none, 
it is probable the event would have answered the intention, and 
my sister's life been sacrificed. 

Who could have told the author of the crime ? The reptile 
would have been alone responsible. Even suspicion would not 
have rested upon the mulatto— how could it ? The yellow vil- 
lain had shown a fiendish craft in his calculation. 

I was burning with indignation. My poor innocent sister 1 
Little did she know the foul means that had been made use of to 
put her in such peril. She was aware that the mulatto liked 
her not, but never dreamed she that she was the object of such 
a demoniac spite as this. 
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The very thoughts of it fired me, as I dwelt upon them. I 
could restrain myself no longer. The criminal most be brought 
to punishment, and at once. Some severe castigation must be 
inflicted upon him — something that would place it beyond his 
power to repeat such dangerous attempts. 

How he would be dealt with, I could not tell — that must be 
left to my elders to determine. The lash had proved of no 
avail ; perhaps the chain-gang would cure him — at all events, 
he must be banished the plantation. 

In my own mind, I had not doomed him to death, though 
truly he deserved it. Indignant as I felt, I did not contemplate 
this ultimate punishment of crime ; used to my father's mild 
rule, I did not. The lash — the county prison — the chain-gang 
at St. Marks or San Augustine : some of these would likely be 
his reward. 

I knew it would not be left to the lenient disposition of my 
father to decide. The whole community of planters was 
interested in a matter of this kind. An improvised jury would 
soon assemble. No doubt harsher judges than his own master 
would deal with the guilty man. 

I stayed not longer to reflect ; I was determined his trial 
should be immediate. I ran towards the house with the inten- 
tion of declaring his guilt. 

In my haste, as before, I did not follow the usual path, which 
was somewhat circumambient: I made direct through the grove 

I had advanced only a few paces, when I heard a rustling of 
the leaves near me. I could see no one, but felt sure that the 
noise was caused by some person skulking among the trees. 
Perhaps one of the field-hands, taking advantage of the confu- 
sion of the hour, and helping himself to a few oranges. 

Compared with my purpose, such slight dereliction was a mat- 
ter of no importance, and I did not think worth while to stay 
and hinder it. I only shouted out ; but no one made answer, 
and I kept on. 
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On arriving at the rear of the house, I found my father in the 
enclosure by the grand shed — the overseer too. Old Hickman, 
the alligator-hunter, was there, and one or two other white men, 
who had casually come upon business. 

In the presence of all, I made the disclosure ; and, with as 
much minuteness as the time would permit, described the strange 
transaction I had witnessed in the morning. 

All were thunderstruck. Hickman at once declared the pro- 
bability of such a manoeuvre, though no one doubted my word3. 
The only doubt was as to the mulatto's intent. Could it have 
been human lives he designed to sacrifice ? It seemed too great 
a wickedness to be believed. It was too horrible even to be 
imagined ! 

At that moment all doubts were set at rest. Another testi- 
mony was added to mine, which supplied the link of proof that 
was wanting. Black Jake had a tale to tell, and told it. 

That morning — but half an hour before — he had seen Yellow 
Jake climb up into a live oak that stood in one corner of the 
enclosure. The top of this commanded a view of the pond. It 
was just at the time that " white missa " and Viola went to the 
bath. He was quite sure that about that time they must have 
been going into the water, and that Yellow Jake must have seen 
them. 

Indignant at his indecorous conduct, the black had shouted 
to the mulatto to come down from the tree, and threatened to 
complain upon him. The latter made answer that he was ouly 
gathering acorns — the acorns of the live oak are sweet food, and 
much sought after by the plantation-people. Black Jake, how- 
ever, was positive that this could not be Yellow Jake's purpose ; 
for the former still continuing to threaten, the latter at length 
came down, and Black Jake saw no acorns — not one ! 

"Twan't acorn he war arter, Massa Kandoff: daat yallcr 
loafa wan't arter no good — daat he wan't sure sartin." 

So concluded the testimony of the groom. 

3* 
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The tale produced conviction in the minds of all. It was no 
longer possible to doubt of the mulatto's intention, horrible as it 
was. He had ascended the tree to be wituess of the foul deed ; 
he had seen them enter the basin ; he knew the danger that was 
lurking in its waters ; and yet he had made no movement to 
give the alarm. On the contrary, he was among the last who 
had hastened towards the pond, when the screaming of the girls 
was summoning all the household to their assistance. This 
was shown by the evidence of others. The case was clear 
against him. 

The tale produced a wild excitement. White men and black 
men, masters and slaves, were equally indignant at the horrid 
crime ; and the cry went round the yard for " Yellow Jake 1" 

Some ran one way, some another, in search of him — black, 
white, and yellow ran together — all eager in the pursuit — all 
desirous that such a monster should be brought to punishment. 

Where was he ? His name was called aloud, over 4 and over 
again, with commands, with threats ; but no answer came back. 
Where was he ? 

The stables were searched, the shed, the kitchen, the cabins — 
even the corn-crib was ransacked — but to no purpose. Where 
had he gone ? 

He had been observed but the moment before — he had assisted 
in dragging the alligator. The men had brought it into the 
enclosure, and thrown it to the hogs to be devoured. Yellow 
Jake had been with them, active as any at the work. It was 
but the moment before he had gone away ; but where ? No 
one could tell ! 

At this moment, I remembered the rustling among the orange- 
trees. It might have been he 1 If so, he may have overheard 
' the conversation between the young Indian and myself — or the 
last part of it — and if so, he would now be far away. 

I led the pursuit through the orangery : its recesses were 
searched ; he was not there. 
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The hommock thickets were next entered, and beaten 
from one end to the other ; still no signs of the missing mulatto. 

It occurred to me to climb up to the rock, my former place of 
observation. I ascended at once to its summit, and was reward- 
ed for my trouble. At the first glance over the fields, I saw the 
fugitive. He was down between the rows of the indigo plants, 
crawling upon hands and knees, evidently making for the maize. 

I did not stay to observe further, but springing back to the 
ground, I ran after him. My father, Hickman, and others fol- 
lowed me. 

The chase was not conducted in silence — no stratagem was 
used, and by our shouts the mulatto soon learned that he 
was seen and pursued. Concealment was no longer possible ; 
and rising to his feet, he ran forward with all his speed. He 
soon entered the maize field, with the hue and cry close upon his 
heels. 

Though still but a boy, I was the fastest runner of the party. 
I knew that I copld run faster than Yellow Jake, and if I could 
only keep him in sight, I should soon overtake him. His hopes 
were to get into the swamp, under cover of the palmetto thickets ; 
once there, he might easily escape by hiding — at all events, he 
might get off for the time. 

To prevent this, I ran at my utmost speed, and with success ; 
for just upon the edge of the woods, I came up with the runa- 
way, and caught hold of the loose flap of his jacket. 

It was altogether a foolish attempt upon my part. I had not 
reflected upon anything beyond getting up with him. I had 
never thought of resistance, though I might have expected it 
from a desperate man. Accustomed to be obeyed, I was under 
the hallucination that, as soon as I should come up, the fellow 
would yield to me ; but I was mistaken. 

He at once jerked himself free of my hold, and easily enough. 
My breath was gone, my strength exhausted — I could not have 
held a cat. 
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I expected him to ran on as before ; but instead of doing so, 
he stopped in his tracks, turned fiercely upon me, and drawing 
his knife, he plunged it through my arm. It was my heart he 
had aimed at ; but by suddenly throwing up my arm, I had 
warded off the fatal thrust. 

A second time his knife was upraised — and I should have had 
a second stab from it — but, just then, another face showed itself 
in the fray ; and before the dangerous blade could descend, the 
strong arms of Black Jake were around my antagonist. 

The fiend struggled fiercely to free himself ; but the muscular 
grasp of his old rival never became relaxed until Hickman and 
others arrived upon the ground ; and then a fast binding of 
thongs rendered him at once harmless and secure. 



CHAPTER XII. 

A 8EVERE SENTENCE. 

Such a series of violent incidents of course created excitement 
beyond our own boundaries. There was a group of plantations 
upon the river lying side by side, and all having a frontage 
upon the water ; -they formed the " settlement." Through these 
ran the report, spreading like wildfire ; and within the hour, 
white men could be seen coming from every direction. Some 
were on foot — poor hunters who dwelt on the skirts of the large 
plantations ; others — the planters themselves, or their overseers 
— on horseback. All carried weapons — rifles and pistols. A 
stranger might have supposed it the rendezvous of a militia 
"muster," but the serious looks of those who assembled gave it a 
different aspect : it more resembled the gathering of the frontier 
men upon the report of some Indian invasion. 
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Id one hour, more than fifty white men were upon the ground 
— nearly all who belonged to the settlement. 

A jury was quickly formed, and Yellow Jake put upon his 
trial. There was no law in the proceedings, though legal form- 
ality was followed in a certain rude way. These jurors were 
themselves sovereign — they were the lords of the land, and, in 
cases like this, could easily improvise a judge. They soon found 
one in planter Kinggold, our adjoining neighbour. My father 
declined to take part in the proceedings. 

The trial was rapidly gone through with. The facts were 
fresh and clear ; I was before their eyes with my arm in a sling, 
badly cut. The other circumstances which led to this result 
were all detailed. The chain of guilt was complete. The mu- 
latto had attempted the lives of white people. Of course, death 
was the decree. 

What mode of death ? Some voted for hanging ; but by 
most of these men, hanging was deemed too mild. Burning met 
the approbation of the majority. The judge himself cast his vote 
for the severer sentence. 

My father plead mercy — at least so far as to spare the torture 
— but the stern jurors would not listen to him. They had all 
lost slaves of late — many runaways had been reported — the 
proximity of the Indians gave encouragement to defection. 
They charged my father with too much leniency — the settlement 
needed an example — they would make one of Yellow Jake, that 
would deter all who were disposed to imitate him. His sentence 
was, that he should be burnt alive ! 

Thus did they reason, and thus did they pronounce. 

It is a grand error to suppose that the Indians of North 
America have been peculiar in the habit of torturing their cap- 
tive foes. In most well-authenticated cases, where cruelty has 
been practised by them, there has been a provocative deed of 
anterior date — some grievous wrong — and the torture was but a 
retaliation. Human nature has yielded to the temptings of re- 
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venge in all ages — and ferocity can be charged with as much 
justice against white skin as against red skin. Had the Indians 
written the story of border warfare, the world might have modi- 
fied its belief in their so called cruelty. 

It is doubtful if, in all their history, instances of ferocity can 
be found that will parallel those often perpetrated by white men 
upon blacks — many of whom have suffered mutilation — torture — 
death — for the mere offence of a word 1 certainly often for a 
blow, since such is a written law ! 

Where the Indians have practised cruelty, it has almost always 
been in retaliation ; but civilized tyrants have put men to the 
torture without even the palliating apology of vengeance. If 
there was revenge, it was not of that natural kind to which the 
human heart gives way, when it conceives deep wrong has been 
done ; but rather a mean spite, such as is often exhibited by the 
dastard despot towards some weak individual within his power. 

No doubt, Yellow Jake deserved death. His crimes were 
capital ones ; but to torture him was the will of his judges. 

My father opposed it, and a few others. They were outvoted 
and overruled. The awful sentence was passed ; and they who 
had decreed it at once set about carrying it into execution. 

It was not a fit scene to be enacted upon a gentleman's prem- 
ises ; and a spot was selected at some distance from the house, 
further down the lake-edge. To this place the criminal was con- 
ducted — the crowd of course following. 

Some two hundred yards from the bank, a tree was chosen as 
the place of execution. To this tree the condemned was to be 
bound, and a log-fire kindled around him. 

My father would not witness the execution ; I alone of oar 
family followed to the scene. The mulatto saw me, and accost- 
ed me with words of rage. He even taunted me about the 
wound he had given, glorying in the deed He was no doubt 
under the belief that I was one of his greatest foes. I had 
certainly been the innocent witness of his crime, and chiefly 
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through my testimony, he had been condemned ; bat I was not 
revengeful. I would have spared him the terrible fate he was 
about to undergo — at least its tortures. 

We arrived upon the ground. Men were already before us, 
collecting* the logs, and piling them up around the trunk of the 
tree ; others were striking a fire. Some joked and laughed ; a 
few were heard giving utterance to expressions of hate for the 
whole coloured race. 

Young Ringgold was especially active. This was a wild 
youth — on the eve of manhood, of somewhat fierce, harsh 
temper — a family characteristic. 

I knew that the young fellow affected my sister Virginia ; I 
had often noticed his partiality for her ; and he could scarcely 
conceal his jealousy of others who came near her. His father 
was the richest planter in the settlement ; and the son, proud of 
this superiority, believed himself welcome everywhere. I did not 
think he was very welcome with Virgine, though I could not tell. 
It was too delicate a point upon which to question her, for the 
little dame already esteemed herself a woman. 

Ringgold was neither handsome nor graceful. He was suf- 
ficiently intelligent, but overbearing to those beneath him in 
station — not an uncommon fault among the sons of rich men. 
He had already gained the character of being resentful. In 
addition to all, he was dissipated — too often found with low com- 
pany in the forest cock-pit. 

For my part, I did not like him. I never cared to be with 
him as a companion ; he was older than myself, but it was not 
that — I did not like his disposition. Not so my father and 
mother. By both was he encouraged to frequent our house. 
Both probably desired him for a future son-in-law. They saw no 
faults in him. The glitter of gold has a blinding influence npon 
the moral eye. 

This young man, then, was one of the most eager for the pun- 
ishment of the mulatto, and active in the preparations. His 
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activity arose partly from a natural disposition to be creel. 
Both he and his father were noted as hard task-masters, and to 
be " sold to Mass' Ringgold n was a fate dreaded by every slave 
in the settlement. 

Bat yonng Ringgold had another motive for his conspicuous 
behaviour : he fancied he was playing the knight-errant, by this 
show of friendship for our family — for Virginia. He was mia- 
taken. Such unnecessary cruelty to the criminal met the appro- 
bation of none of us. It was not likely to purchase a smile from 
my good sister. 

The young half-blood, Powell, was also present. On hearing 
the hue and cry, he had returned, and now stood in the crowd 
looking on, but taking no part in the proceedings. 

Just then the eye of Ringgold rested upon the Indian boy, 
and I could perceive that it was instantly lit up by a strange 
expression. He was already in possession of all the details. He 
saw in the dark-skinned youth, the gallant preserver of Virginia's 
life, but it was not with gratitude that he viewed him. Another 
feeling was working in his breast, as could plainly be perceived 
by the scornful curl that played upon his lips. 

More plainly still by the rude speech that followed : 

" Hilloa ! redskin 1" he cried out, addressing himself to the 
young Indian, "you're sure you had no hand in this business? 
eh, redskin V 9 

" Redskin t" exclaimed the half-blood in a tone of indignation, 
at the same time fronting proudly to his insulter — "Redskin you 
call me ? My skin is of better colour than yours, you white- 
livered lout 1" 

Ringgold was rather of a sallow complexion. The blow hit 
home. Not quicker is the flash of powder than was its effect ; 
but his astonishment at being thus accosted by an Indian, 
combined with his rage, hindered him for some moments from 
making reply. 

Others were before him and cried out : 
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" Lordy ! such talk from an Injun V 

" Say that again 1" cried Ringgold, as soon as he had 
recovered himself. 

" Again if you wish — white-livered lout I" cried the half-blood, 
giving full emphasis to the phrase. 

The words were scarcely out before Ringgold's pistol cracked ; 
but the bullet missed its aim ; and next moment the two 
clinched, seizing each other by the throats. 

Both came to the ground, but the half-blood had the advan- 
tage. He was uppermost, and no doubt would quickly have des- 
patched his white antagonist — for the ready blade was gleaming 
in his grasp — but the knife was struck out of his hand ; and a 
crowd of men rushing to the spot, pulled the combatants apart. 

Some were loud against the Indian lad, and called for his life ; 
but there were others with finer ideas of fair play, who had wit- 
nessed the provocation, and despite the power of the Ringgolds, 
would not suffer him to be sacrificed. I had resolved to protect 
him as far as I was able. 

What would have been the result, it is difficult to guess ; but, 
at that crisis, a sudden diversion was produced by the cry — that 
Yellow Jake had escaped ! 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE CHASE. 

I looked around. Sure enough the mulatto was making off. 

The rencontre between Ringgold and the Indian monopolized 
attention, and the criminal was for the moment forgotten. The 
knife knocked out of Powell's hand had fallen at the feet of Yel- 
low Jake. Unobserved in the confusion he had snatched it tip, 
cut the fastenings from his limbs, and glided off before any one 
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could intercept him. Several clutched at him as he passed 
through the straggled groups ; but, being naked, he was able to 
glide out of their grasp, and in a dozen bounds he had cleared 
the crowd, and was running towards the shore of the lake. 

It seemed a mad attempt — he would be shot down or over- 
taken. Even so ; it was not madness to fly from certain death 
— and such a death. 

Shots were ringing ; at first they were the reports of pistols. 
The guns had been laid aside, and were leaning against trees and 
the adjacent fence. 

Their owners now ran to seize them. One after another was 
levelled ; and then followed a sharp rapid cracking, like file-firing 
from a corps of riflemen. 

There may have been good marksmen among the party — there 
were some of the best — but a man running for his life, and 
bounding from side to side, to avoid the stumps and bushes, 
offers but a very uncertain mark ; and the best shot may miss. 

So it appeared on this occasion. After the last rifle rang, tho 
runaway was still seen keeping his onward course, apparently 
unscathed. 

The moment after, he plunged into the water, and swam bold- 
ly out from the shore. 

Some set to reloading their guns ; others, despairing of the 
time, flung them away ; and hastily pulling off hats, coats, boots, 
rushed down to the lake, and plunged in after the fugitive. 

In less than three minutes from the time that the mulatto start- 
ed off, a new tableau was formed. The spot that was to have 
been the scene of execution was completely deserted. One half 
the crowd was down by the shore, shouting and gesticulating ; 
the other half— full twenty in all — had taken to the water, aud 
were swimming in perfect silence — their heads alone showing 
above the surface. Away beyond — full fifty paces in advance 
of the foremost — appeared that solitary swimmer — the object of 
pursuit ; his head of black tangled curls conspicuous above the 
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water, and now and then the yellow neck and shoulder, as he 
forged forward in the desperate straggle for life. 

Strange tableau it was ; and bore strong resemblance to a 
deer-hunt — when the stag, close pressed, takes to the water ; 
and the hounds, in full cry, plunge boldly after — but in this chase 
were the elements of a still grander excitement — both the quarry 
and the pack were human. 

Not all human — there were dogs as well — hounds and mastiffs 
mingled among the men — side by side with their masters in the 
eager purpose of pursuit. A strange tableau indeed ! 

Stray shots were still fired from the shore. Rifles had been 
reloaded by those who remained ; and now and then the plash 
of the tiny pellet could be seen, where it struck the water far 
short of the distant swimmer. He needed no longer have a 
dread of danger from that source ; he was beyond the range of 
the rifles. 

The whole scene had the semblance of a dream. So sudden had 
been the change of events, I could scarcely give credit to my 
senses, and believe it a reality. But the moment before, the 
criminal lay bound and helpless, beside him the pile upon which 
he was to be burnt — now was he swimming far and free, his exe- 
cutioners a hopeless distance behind him. Rapid had been the 
transformation — it hardly appeared real. Nevertheless, it was 
real — it was before the eyes. 

A long time, too, before our eyes. A chase in the water is a 
very different affair from a pursuit on dry land ; and, notwith- 
standing there was life and death on the issue, slow was the pro- 
gress both of pursuers and pursued. For nearly half an hour we 
who remained upon the shore continued spectators of this singu- 
lar contest. 

The frenzy of the first moments had passed away ; but there 
was sufficient interest to sustain a strong excitement to the last ; 
and some continued to shout and gesticulate, though neither their 
cries nor actions could in anywise influence the result. No words 
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of encouragement could have increased the speed of the pursu- 
ers ; no threats were needed to urge forward the fugitive. 

We who remained inactive had time enough to reflect ; and 
upon reflection, it became apparent why the runaway had taken 
to the water. Had he attempted to escape by the fields, he 
would have been pulled down by the dogs, or else overtaken by 
swift runners, for there were many swifter than he. There were 
few better swimmers, however, and he knew it. For this reason, 
then, had he preferred the water to the woods, and certainly his 
chances of escape seemed better. 

After all, he could not escape. The island for which he was 
making was about half a mile from the shore ; but beyond was 
a stretch of clear water of more than a mile in width. He would 
arrive at the island before any of his pursuers ; but what then f 
Did he purpose to remain there, in hopes of concealing himself 
among the bushes? Its surface of several acres was covered 
with a thick growth of large trees. Some stood close by the 
shore, their branches draped with silvery tillandsia, overhanging 
the water. But what of this ? There might have been . cover 
enough to have given shelter to a bear or a hunted wolf, but not 
to a hunted man — not to a slave who had drawn the knife upon 
his master. No, no. Every inch of the thicket would be 
searched : to escape by congealing himself he might not. 

Perhaps he only meant to use the island as a resting-place ; 
and, after breathing himself, take once more to the water, and 
swim for the opposite shore. It was possible for a strong swim- 
mer to reach it ; but it would not be possible for Mm. There 
were skiffs and pirogues upon the river, both up and down. Men 
had already gone after them ; and, long before he could work his 
way across that wide reach, half-a-dozen keels would be cutting 
after him. No, no— he could not escape : either upon the 
island, or in the water beyond, he would be captured. 

Thus reasoned the spectators, as they stood watching the pur- 
suit. 
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The excitement rose higher as the swimmers neared the 
island. It is always so at the approach of a crisis ; and a crisis 
was n,ear, though not 6uch a one as the spectators anticipated. 
They looked to see the runaway reach the island, mount up the 
bank, and disappear among the trees. They looked to see his 
pursuers climb out close upon his heels, and perhaps hear of his 
capture before he could cross through the timber, and take to 
the water on the other side. 

Some such crisis were they expecting ; and it could not be 
distant, for the mulatto was now close into the edge of the 
island ; a few strokes would bring him to the shore ; he was 
swimming under the black shadows of the trees — it seemed as if 
the branches were over his head — as if he might have thrown up 
his hands and clutched them. 

The main body of his pursuers was still fifty yards in his rear ; 
but some, who had forged ahead of the rest, were within half that 
distance. From where we viewed them, they seemed far nearer ; 
in fact, it was easy to fancy that they were swimming alongside, 
and could have'laid hands on him at any moment. 

The crisis was approaching, but not that which was looked 
for. The pursuit was destined to a far different ending from 
that anticipated either by spectators or pursuers. The pursued 
himself little dreamed of the doom that was so near — a doom 
awfully appropriate. 

The swimmer was cleaving his way across the belt of black 
shadow ; we expected next moment to see him enter among the 
trees, when all at once he was seen to turn side towards us, and 
direct his course along the edge of the island ! 

We observed this manoeuvre with some astonishment — we 
could not account for it ; it was clearly to the advantage of his 
pursuers, who now swam in a diagonal line to intercept him. 

What could be his motive ? Had he failed to find a landing- 
place ? Even so, he might have clutched the branches, and by 
that means drawn himself ashore. 
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Ha ! our conjectures are answered ; yonder is the answer ; 
yonder brown log that floats on the black water is not the trunk 
of a dead tree. It is not dead ; it has life and motion. See ! 
it assumes a form — the form of the great saurian — the hideous 
alligator ! 

Its gaunt jaws are thrown up, its scolloped tail is erect, its 
breast alone rests upon the water. On this as a pivot it spins 
round and round, brandishing its tail in the air, and at intervals 
lashing the spray aloft. Its bellowing is echoed back from the 
distant shores ; the lake vibrates under the hoarse barytone, the 
wood-birds flutter and cry, and the white crane mounts scream- 
ing into the air. 

The spectators stand aghast ; the pursuers have poised them- 
selves in the water, and advance no further. One solitary 
swimmer is seen struggling on ; it is he who swims for his life. 

It is upon him the eyes of the alligator are fixed. Why upon 
him more than the others ! They are all equally near. Is it 
the hand of God who takes vengeance ? 

Another revolution, another sweep of its strong tail, and the 
huge reptile rushes upon its victim. 

1 have forgotton his crimes — I almost sympathise with him. 
Is there no hope of his escape ? 

See ! he has grasped the branch of a live-oak ; he is endea- 
voring to lift himself up — above the water — above the danger. 
Heaven strengthen his arms ! 

Ah 1 he will be too late ; already the jaws That crash ? 

The branch has broken ! 

He sinks back to the surface— below it. He is out of sight — 
he has gone to the bottom ! and after him, open-mouthed and 
eager, darts the gigantic lizard. Both have disappeared from 
our view. 

The froth floats like a blanket upon the waves, clouting the 
leaves on the broken branch. 

We watch with eager eyes. Not a ripple escapes unnoted ; 
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but no new movement stirs the surface, no motion is observed, 
no form comes up ; and the waves soon flatten over the spot. 

Beyond a donbt the reptile has finished its work. 

Whose work ? Was it the hand of God who took ven- 
geance? 

So thej are saying round me. 

The pursuers have faced back, and are swimming towards us. 
None cares to trust himself under the black shadows of those 
island oaks. They will have a long swim before they can reach 
the shore, and some of them will scarcely accomplish it. They 
are in danger ; but no — yonder come the skiffs and pirogues 
that will soon pick them up. 

They have seen the boats, and swim slowly, or float upon the 
water, waiting their approach. 

They are taken in, one after another ; and all — both dogs and 
men — are now carried to the island. 

They go to continue the search — for there is still some doubt 
as to the fate of the runaway. 

They land — the dogs are sent through the bushes, while the 
men glide round the edge to the scene of the struggle. They 
find no track or trace upon the shore. 

But there is one upon the water. Some froth still floats — 
there is a tinge of carmine upon it — beyond a doubt it is the 
blood of the mulatto. 

" All right, boys P cries a rough fellow ; " that's blueskuVs 
blood, HI sartify. He's gone under an' no mistake. Durn the 
varmint ! it's clean spoilt our sport." 

The jest is received with shouts of boisterous laughter. 

In such a spirit talked the man-hunters, as they returned from 
the chase. 
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CHAFTER XIV. 
binggold's revenge. 

Only the ruder spirits indulged in this ill-timed levity ; others 
of more refined nature regarded the incident with due solemnity 
— some even with a feeling of awe. 

Certainly it seemed as if the hand of God had interposed, so 
appropriate had been the punishment — almost as if the criminal 
had perished by his own contrivance. 

It was an awful death, bat far less hard to endure than that 
which had been decreed by man. The Almighty had been more 
merciful : and in thus mitigating the punishment of the guilty 
wretch, had rebuked his human judges. 

I looked around for the young Indian : I was gratified to find 
he was no longer among the crowd. His quarrel with Ringgold 
had been broken off abruptly. I had fears that it was not yet 
ended. His words had irritated some of the white men, and it 
was through his being there, the criminal had found the oppor- 
tunity to get off. No doubt, had the latter finally escaped, 
there would have been more of it : and even as matters stood, I 
was not without apprehensions about the safety of the bold 
half-blood. He was not upon his own ground — the other side 
of the river was the Indian territory ; and, therefore, he might 
be deemed an intruder. True, we were at peace with the 
Indians ; but for all that, there was enough of hostile feeling 
between the two races. Old wounds received in the war of 1818 
still rankled. 

I knew Ringgold's resentful character — he had been humi- 
liated in the eyes of his companions ; for, during the short 
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scuffle, the half-blood had the best of it. Ringgold would not 
be content to let it drop — he would seek revenge. 

I was glad, therefore, on perceiving that the Indian had gone 
away from the ground. Perhaps he had himself become appre- 
hensive of danger, and recrossed the river. There he would be 
safe from pursuit. Even Ringgold dare not follow him to the 
other side, for the treaty laws could not have been outraged 
with impunity. The most reckless of the squatters knew this. 
An Indian war would have been provoked, and the supreme 
government, though not over scrupulous, had other views at the 
time. 

I was turning to proceed homeward, when it occurred to me 
that I would accost Ringgold, and signify to him my disapproval 
of his conduct. I was indignant at the manner in which he had 
acted — just angry enough to speak my mind. Ringgold was 
older than myself, and bigger ; but I was not afraid of him. On 
the contrary, I knew that he was rather afraid of me. The in- 
sult he had offered to one who, but the hour before, had risked 
his life for us, had sufficiently roused my blood, and I was deter- 
mined to reproach him for it. With this intention, I turned 
back to look for him. He was not there. 

" Have you seen Arens Ringgold ?" I inquired of old Hick- 
man. 

.« Yes— jest gone," was the reply. 

14 In what direction ?" 

"Up river. See 'im gallop off wi' Bill Williams an' Ned 
Spence — desprit keen upon 8omethin , they 'peered." 

A painful suspicion flashed across my mind. 

" Hickman," I asked, " will you lend me your horse for an 
hour?" 

" My old critter ? Sartin sure will I : a day, if you wants 
him. But, Geordy, boy, you cant ride wi* your arm that 
wayT 

" yes ; only help me into the saddle." 

4 
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The old hunter did as desired ; and after exchanging another 
word or two, I rode off in the up-river direction. 

Up the river was a ferry ; and at its landing it was most 
likely the yonng Indian had left his canoe. In that direction, 
therefore, he should go to get back to his home, and in that di- 
rection Ringgold should not go to return to his, for the path to 
the Ringgold plantation led in a course altogether opposite. 
Hence the suspicion that occurred to me on hearing that the lat- 
ter had gone up the river. At such a time it did not look well, 
and in such company, still worse ; for I recognized in the names 
that Hickman had mentioned, two of the most worthless boys 
in the settlement. I knew them to be. associates, or rather crea- 
tures, of Ringgold. 

My suspicion was that they had gone after the Indian, and of 
course with an ill intent. It was hardly a conjecture ; I was al- 
most sure of it ; and as I advanced along the river-road, I be- 
came confirmed in the belief. I saw the tracks of their horses 
along the path that led to the ferry, and now and again I could 
make out the print of the Indian moccasin where it left its wet 
mark in the dust. I knew that his dress had not yet dried 
upon him, and the moccasins would still be saturated with 
water. 

I put the old horse to his speed. As I approached the land- 
ing, I could see no one, for there were trees all around it ; but 
the conflict of angry voices proved that I had conjectured 
aright. 

I did not stop to listen ; but urging my horse afresh, I n de 
on. At a bend of the road, I saw three horses tied to the trees. 
I knew they were tho& of Ringgold and his companions, but I 
could not tell why they had left them. 

I stayed not to speculate, but galloped forward upon the 
ground. Just as I had anticipated, the three were there — the 
half-blood was in their hands ! 

They had crept upon him unawares — that was why their horses 
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bad been left behind — and caught him just as he was atxmt 
stepping into his canoe. He was unarmed — for the rifle I had 
given him was still wet, and the mulatto had made away with 
his knife — he could offer no resistance, and was therefore secured 
at once. 

They had been quick about it, for they had already stripped 
off his hunting-shirt, and tied him to a tree. They were just 
about to vent their spite on him — by flogging him on the bare 
back with cowhides which they carried in their hands. No doubt 
they would have laid them on heavily, had I not arrived in time. 

" Shame, Arens Ringgold 1 shame !" I cried as I rode up. 
" This is cowardly, and I shall report it to the whole settle- 
ment," 

Ringgold stammered out some excuse, but was evidently 
staggered at my sudden appearance. 

" The durned Injun desarves it," growled Williams. 

11 For what, Master Williams ?" I inquired. 

" For waggin his jaw so imperent to white men." 

" He's got no business over here," chimed in Spence ; " he 
has got no right to come this side of the river." 

" And you have no right to flog him, whether on this side or 
the other — no more than you have to flog me." 

" Ho, ho I That might be done, too," said Spence, in a sneer- 
ing tone, that set my blood in a boil. 

" Not so easily," I cried, leaping from the old horse, and run- 
ning forward upon the ground. 

My right arm was still sound. Apprehensive of an awkward 
affair, I had borrowed old Hickman's pistol, and I held it in my 
hand. 

" Now, gentlemen," said I, taking my stand beside the captive, 
" go on with the flogging ; but take my word for it, I shall send 
a bullet through the first who strikes I" 

Though they were but boys, all three were armed with knife 
and pistol, as was the custom of the time. Of the three, Spence 
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seemed most inclined to carry out his threat ; but he and Wil- 
liams saw that Ringgold, their leader, had already backed oat, 
for the latter had something to lose, which his companions had 
not. Besides, he had other thoughts, as well as fears for his per- 
sonal safety. 

The result was, that all three, after remonstrating with me for 
my uncalled-for interference in a quarrel that did not concern me, 
made an angry and somewhat awkward exit from the scene. 

The young Indian was soon released from his unpleasant situa- 
tion. He uttered few words, but his looks amply expressed his 
gratitude. As he pressed my hand at parting, he said : 

" Come to the other side to hunt whenever you please — no In- 
dian will harm you — in the land of the red men you will be wel- 
come." 



CHAPTER XV. 

MAUMEE. 



An acquaintance thus acquired could not be lightly dropped. 
Should it end otherwise than in friendship? This half-blood 
was a noble youth, the germ of a gentleman. I resolved to 
accept his invitation, and visit him in his forest home. 

His mother's cabin, he said, was on the other side of the lake, 
not far off. I should find it on the bank of a little stream that 
emptied into the main river, above where the latter expands 
itself. 

I felt a secret gratification as I listened to these directions. 
I knew the stream of which he was speaking ; lately, I had 
sailed up it in my skiff. It was upon its banks I had seen that 
fair vision — the wood-nymph whose beauty haunted my imagina- 
tion. Was it Mailmee ? 
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I longed to be satisfied. I waited only for the healing of my 
wound — till my arm should be strong enough for the oar. I 
chafed at the delay ; but time passed, and I was well. 

I chose a beautiful morning for the promised visit, and was 
prepared to start forth. I had no companion — only my dogs 
and gun. 

I had reached my skiff, and was about stepping in, when a 
voice accosted me ; on turning, I beheld my sister. 

Poor little Virgine 1 she had lost somewhat of her habitual 
gaiety, and appeared much changed of late. She was not yet 
oyer the terrible fright — its consequences were apparent in her 
more thoughtful demeanor. 

" Whither goest thou, Georgy ?" she inquired as she came 
near. 

"Must I tell, Virgine?" 

H Either that or take me with you." 

H What I to the woods ?" 

" And why pot ? I long for a ramble in the woods. Wicked 
brother ! you never indulge me." 

" Why, sister, you never asked me before." 

" Even so, you might know that I desired it. Who would 
not wish to go wandering in the woods ? Oh 1 I wish I were a 
wild bird, or a butterfly, or some other creature with wings ; I 
should wander all over those beautiful woods, without asking 
you to guide me, selfish brother." 
• " Any other day, Virgine, but to-day " 

" Why, but ? Why not this very day ? Surely it is fine- 
it is lovely !" 

"The truth, then, sister — I am not exactly bound for the 
woods to-day." 

" And whither bound ? whither bound, Georgy ? — that's what 
they say in ships." 

"I am going to visit young Powell at his mother's cabin. I 
promised him I should." 
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" Ha W exclaimed my sister, suddenly changing color, and 
remaining for a moment in a reflective attitude. 

The name had recalled that horrid scene. I was sorry I had 
mentioned it. 

" Now, brother," continued she, after a pause ; " there \s 
nothing I more desire to see than an Indian cabin — you know I 
hare never seen one. Good Georgy I good Georgy ! pray take 
me along with you !" 

There was an earnestness in the appeal I could not resist, 
though I would rather have gone alone. I had a secret that I 
would not have trusted even to my fond sister. I had an indefi- 
nite feeling, besides, that I ought not to take her with me, so 
far from home, into a part of the country with which I was so 
little acquainted. 

She appealed a second time. 

" If mother will give her consent " 

"Nonsense, Georgy — mamma will not be angry. Why 
return to the house ? You see I am prepared ; I have my sun- 
bonnet. We can be back before we are missed — you've told me 
it was not far." 

" Step in, sis I Sit down in the stern. There — yo ho ! we 
are off V 9 

There was not much strength in the current, and half an 
hour's rowing brought the skiff to the mouth of the creek. We 
entered it, and continued upward. It was a narrow stream, but 
sufficiently deep to float either skiff or canoe. The sun was hot, 
but his beams could not reach us ; they were intercepted by the 
tupelo trees that grew upon the banks — their leafy branches 
almost meeting across the water. 

Half a mile from the mouth of the creek, we approached a 
clearing. We saw fields under cultivation. We noticed crops 
of maize, and sweet potatoes, with capsicums, melons, and cala- 
bashes. There was a dwelling-house of considerable size near 
the bank, surrounded by an enclosure, with smaller houses in 
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the rear. It was a log structure— somewhat antique in its 
appearance, with a portico, the pillars of which exhibited a rude 
carving. There were slaves at work in the field — that is, there 
were black men, and some red men too — Indians 1 

It could not be the plantation of a white man — there were 
none on that side the river. Some wealthy Indian, we conjec- 
tured, who is the owner of land and slaves. We were not sur- 
prised at this — we knew there were many such. 

But where was the cabin of our friend ? He had told me it 
stood upon the bank of the stream not more than half a mile 
from its mouth. Had we passed without seeing it, or was it 
still higher up ? 

" Shall we stop, and inquire, Virgine ?" 

" Who is it standing in the porch V 

" Ha 1 your eyes are better than mine, sis — it is the young 
Indian himself. Surely he does not live there ? That is not a 
cabin. Perhaps he is on a visit ? But see ! he is coming this 
way." 

As I spoke, the Indian stepped out from the house, and 
walked rapidly towards us. In a few seconds, he stood upon 
the bank, and beckoned us to a landing. As when seen before, 
he was gaily dressed, with plumed " toque " upon his head, and 
ganpents richly embroidered. As he stood upon the bank above 
us, his fine form outlined against the sky, he presented the 
appearance of a miniature warrior. Though but a boy, he 
looked splendid and picturesque. I almost envied him his wild 
attire. 

My sister seemed to look on him with admiration, though I 
thought I could trace some terror in her glance. From the 
manner in which her color came and went, I fancied that his 
presence recalled that scene, and again I regretted that she had 
accompanied me. 

He appeared unembarrassed by our arrival. I have known it 
otherwise among whites ; and those, too, making pretensions to 
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haut ton. This young Indian was as cool and collected as 
though he had been expecting us, which he was not. He could 
not have expected both. 

There was no show of coldness in our reception. As soon as 
we approached near enough, he caught the stem of the skiff, 
drew her close up to the landing, and with the politeness of an 
accomplished gentleman, assisted us to debark. 

" You are welcome," said he—" welcome I" and then turning 
to Virginia with an inquiring look, he added : 

" I hope the health of the sefiorita is quite restored. As for 
yours, sir, I need not inquire : that you have rowed your skiff 
so far against the current, is a proof you have got over your 
mishap. 

The word " sefiorita " betrayed a trace of the Spaniards — a 
remnant of those relations that had erewhile existed between 
the Seminole Indians and the Iberian race. Even in the cos- 
tume of our new acquaintance could be observed objects of 
Andalusian origin — the silver cross hanging from his neck, the 
sash of scarlet-silk around his waist, and the bright triangular 
blade that was sheathed behind it. The scene, too, had Span- 
ish touches. There were exotic plants, the China orange, the 
splendid papaya, the capsicums (childs), and love-apples (toma- 
toes) ; almost characteristics of the home of the Spanish colonist. 
The house itself exhibited traces of Castilian workmanship. The 
carving was not Indian. 

" Is this your home ?" I inquired with a little embarrassment. 

He had bid us welcome, but I saw no cabin ; I might be 
wrong. 

His answer set me at rest. It was his home — his mother's 
house — bis father was long since dead — there were but the 
three — his mother, his sister, himself. 

11 And these V } I inquired, pointing to the laborers. 

" Our slaves," he replied, with a smile. " You perceive we 
Indians are getting into the customs of civilization." 
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" Bat these are not all negroes ? There are red men ; are 
they slaves V 

" Slaves like the others. I see you are astonished. They are 
not of our tribe — they are Yamassees. Our people conquered 
them long ago ; and many of them still remain slaves." 

We had arrived at the house. His mother met us by the door — 
a woman of pure Indian race — who had evidently once possessed 
beauty. She was still agreeable to look upon — well dressed, 
though in Indian costume — maternal — intelligent. 

We entered — furniture — trophies of the chase— horse accou- 
trements in the Spanish style — a guitar — ha 1 books I 

My sister and I were not a little surprised to find, under an 
Indian roof, these symbols of civilization. 

" Ah 1" cried the youth, as if suddenly recollecting himself, 
" I am glad you are come. Your moccasins are finished. Where 
are they, mother ? Where is she ? Where is Mattmee ?" 

He had given words to my thoughts — their very echo. 

" Who is Maumee ?" whispered Virgine. 

" An Indian girl — his sister, I believe." 

" Yonder — she comes P 

A foot scarce a span in length ; an ankle that, from the broid- 
ered flap of the moccasin, exhibits two lines widely diverging 
upward ; a waist of that pleasing flexure that sweeps abruptly 
inward and out again ; a bosom whose prominence could be de- 
tected under the coarsest draping ; a face of rich golden brown ; 
skin diaphanous ; cheeks coral red ; lips of like hue ; dark eyes 
and brows ; long crescent lashes ; hair of deepest black, in 
wantonness of profusion 1 

Fancy such a form — fancy it robed in all the picturesque fin- 
ery that Indian ingenuity can devise— fancy it approaching yon 
with a step that rivals the steed of Arabia, and you may fancy 
— no, you may not fancy Mattmee. 

My poor heart — it was she, my wood-nymph I 

********* 
4* 
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• I could have tarried long under the roof of that hospitable 
home ; bat my sister seemed ill at ease — as if there came always 
recurring to her the memory of that unhappy adventure. 

We stayed but an hour ; it seemed not half so long — but 
short as was the time, it transformed me into a man. As I rowed 
back home, I felt that my boy's heart had been left behind me. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



THE ISLAND. 



I longed to revisit the Indian home ; and was not slow to 
gratify my wish. There was no restraint upon my actions. 
Neither father nor mother interfered with my daily wanderings : 
I came and went at will ; and was rarely questioned as to the 
direction I had taken. Hunting was supposed to be the pur- 
pose of my absence. My dogs and gun, which I always took 
with me, and the game I usually brought back, answered all 
curiosity. 

My hunting excursions were always in one direction — I need 
hardly have said so — always across the river. Again and again 
did the keel of my skiff cleave the waters of the creek — again 
and again, till I knew every tree upon its banks. 

My acquaintance with young Powell soon ripened into a firm 
friendship. Almost daily were we together — either upon the lake 
or in the woods, companions in the chase ; and many a deer and 
wild turkey did we slaughter in concert. The Indian boy was al- 
ready a skilled hunter ; and I learned many a secret of wood- 
craft in his company. 

I well remember that hunting less delighted me than before. 
I preferred that hour when the chase was over, and I halted at 
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the Indian house on my way home — when I drank the honey- 
sweetened conti out of the carved calabash — far sweeter from the 
hands out of which I received the cup-^far sweeter from the 
smiles of her who gave it — Maiimee. 

For weeks — short weeks they seemed — I revelled in this 
young dream of love. Ah 1 it is true there is no joy in after- 
life that equals this. Glory and power are but gratifications — 
love alone is bliss — purest and sweetest in its virgin bloom. 

Often was Virginia my companion . in these wild wood excur- 
sions. She had grown fond of the forest — she said so — and will- 
ingly went along. There were times when I should have pre- 
ferred going alone ; but I could not gainsay her. She had be- 
come attached to Maiimee. I did not wonder. 

Mattmee, too, liked my sister — not from any resemblance of 
character. Physically, they were unlike as two young girls could 
well be. Virginia was all blonde and gold ; Maiimee, damask 
and dark. Intellectually they approached no nearer. The former 
was timid as the dove ; the latter possessed a spirit bold as 
the falcon. Perhaps the contrast drew closer the ties of 
friendship that had sprung up between them. It is not an 
anomaly. 

Far more like an anomaly was my feeling in relation to the 
two. I loved my sister for the very softness of her nature. I 
loved Maumee for the opposite ; but, true, these loves were very 
distinct in kind — unlike as the objects that called them forth. 

While young Powell and I hunted, our sisters stayed at home. 
They strolled about the fields, the groves, the garden. They 
played and sang and read, for Maiimee— despite her costume — 
was no savage. She had books, a guitar, or rather a bandolin 
— a Spanish relic — and had been instructed in both. So far as 
mental cultivation went, she was fit society even for the daugh- 
ter of a proud Randolph. Young Powell, too; was as well, or 
better educated than myself. Their father had not neglected 
his duty. 
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Neither Virginia nor I ever dreamed of an inequality. The 
association was by as desired and sought. We were both too 
young to know aught of caste. In our friendships we followed 
only the prompting of innocent nature ; and it never occurred 
to us that we were going astray. 

The girls frequently accompanied us into the forest ; and to 
this we, the hunters, made no objection. We did not always go 
in quest of the wide-ranging stag. Squirrels and other small 
game were oftener the objects of our pursuit ; and in following 
these we needed not to stray far from our delicate companions. 

As for Malimee, she was a huntress — a bold equestrian, and 
could have ridden in the " drive." As yet, my sister had scarce- 
ly been on horseback. 

I grew to like the squirrel-shooting the best ; my dogs were 
often left behind ; and it became a rare thing for me to bring 
home venison. 

Our excursions were not confined to the woods. The water- 
fowl upon the lake, the ibises, egrets, and white cranes, were 
often the victims of our hunting ardour. 

In the lake, there was a beautiful island — not that which had 
been the scene of the tragedy, but one higher up — near the wid- 
ening of the river. Its surface was of large extent, and rose 
to a summit in the centre. For the most part, it was clad 
with timber, nearly all evergreen — as the live-oak, magnolia, 
illicium, and the wild orage — indigenous to Florida. There was 
zanthoxylon trees, with their conspicuous yellow blossoms ; the 
perfumed flowering dogwood, and sweet-scented plants and 
shrubs — the princely palm towering high over all, and forming, 
uith its wide-spread umbels, a double canopy of verdure. 

The timber, though standing thickly, did not form a thicket. 
Ilere and there, the path was tangled with epiphytes or parasites 
— with enormous gnarled vines of the fox-grape— with bignonias 
— with china and sarsaparilla briers — with bromilias and sweet- 
scented orchids ; but the larger trees stood well apart ; and at 
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interrals there were openings — pretty glades, carpeted with 
grass, and enamelled with flowers. 

The fair island lay about half-way between the two homes ; 
and often young Powell and I met upon it, and made it the 
scene of our sport. There were squirrels among the trees, and 
turkeys — sometimes deer were found in the glades — and from its 
covered shores we could do execution among the water-fowl 
that sported upon the lake. 

Several times had we met on this neutral ground, and always 
accompanied by our sisters. Both delighted in the lovely spot. 
They used to ascend the slope, and seat themselves under the 
shade of some tall palms that grew on the summit ; while we, 
the hunters, remained in the game-frequented ground below, 
causing the woods to ring with the reports of our rifles. Then 
it was our custom, when satiated with the sport, also to ascend 
the hill, and deliver up our spoils, particularly when we had 
been fortunate enough to procure some rare and richly plumed 
bird — an object of curiosity or admiration. 

For my part, whether successful or not, I always left off 
sooner than my companion. I was not so keen a hunter as he ; 
I far more delighted to recline along the grass where the two 
maidens were seated : far sweeter than the sound of the rifle 
was it to listen to the tones of Mafimee's voice ; far fairer than 
the sight of game was it to gaze into the eyes of Maiimee. 

And beyond this, beyond listening and looking, my love had 
never gone. No love-words had ever passed between us ; I 
even knew not whether I was beloved. 

My hours were not all blissful ; the sky was not always of 
rose colour. The doubts that my youthful passion was returned 
were its clouds ; and these often arose to trouble me. 

About this time, I became unhappy from another cause. I 
perceived, or fancied, that Virginia took a deep interest in the 
brother of Maiimee, and that this was reciprocated. The thought 
gave me surprise and pain. Yet why I should have experienced 
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either, I could not tell. I have said that my sister and I were 
too young to know ought of the prejudices of rank or caste ; but 
this was not strictly true. I must have had some instinct, that 
in this free association with our dark-skinned neighbours we were 
doing wrong, else how could it have made me unhappy ? I fan- 
cied that Virginia shared this feeling with me. We were both 
ill at ease, and yet we were not confidants of each other. I 
dreaded to make known my thoughts even to my sister, and 
she no doubt felt a like reluctance to the disclosing of her 
secret. 

What would be the result of these young loves if left to them- 
selves? Would they in due time die out? Would there 
arrive an hour of satiety and change ? or, without interruption 
would they become perpetual ? Who knows what might be 
their fate, if permitted to advance to perfect development Bat 
it is never so — they are always interrupted. 

So were ours — the crisis came — and the sweet companionship 
in which we had been indulging was brought to a sudden close. 
We had never disclosed it to our father or mother, though we 
had used no craft to conceal it. We had not been questioned, 
else should we certainly have avowed it ; for we had been 
taught strictly to regard truth. But no questions had been 
asked — no surprise had been expressed at our frequent absences. 
Mine, as a hunter, were but natural ; the only wonderment was 
that Virginia had grown so found of the forest, and so often 
bore me company ; but this slight surprise on the part of my 
mother soon wore off, and we went freely forth, and as freely 
returned, without challenge of our motives. 

I have said that we used no art to conceal who were our 
associates in these wild wanderings. That again is not strictly 
true. Our very silence was craft. We must both have had 
some secret perception that we were acting wrongly — that our 
conduct would not meet the approval of our parents — else why 
should we have cared for concealment. 
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It was destined that this repose should not be of long con- 
tinuance. It ended abruptly — somewhat harshly. 

One day we were upon the island, all four as usual. The 
hunt was over, and Powell and I had rejoined our sisters upon 
the hill. We had stretched ourselves under the shade, and were 
indulging in trivial conversation, but I far more in the mute lan- 
guage of love. My eyes rested upon the object of my thoughts, 
too happy that my glances were returned. I saw little besides : 
I did not notice that there was a similar exchange of ardent 
looks between the young Indian and my sister. At that moment 
I cared not ; I was indifferent to everything but the smiles of 
Mattmee. 

There were those who did observe the exchange of glances, 
who saw all that was passing. Anxious eyes were bent upon 
the tableau formed by the four of us, and our words, looks, and 
gestures were noted. 

The dogs rose with a growl, and ran outward among the 
trees. The rustling branches, and garments shining through the 
foliage, warned us that there were people there. The dogs had 
ceased to give tongue, and were wagging their tails. They 
were friends, then, who were near. 

The leaves sheltered them no longer from our view : behold 
my father — my mother 1 

Virginia and I were startled by their appearance. We felt 
some apprehension of evil — arising no doubt, from our own con* 
victions that we had not been acting aright. We observed that 
the brows of both were clouded. They appeared vexed and 
angry. 

My mother approached first. There was scorn upon her lips. 
She was proud of her ancestry, even more than the descendant 
of the Randolphs. 

" What V exclaimed she — " what, my children, these your 
companions ? Indians ?" 

Young Powell rose to his feet, but said nothing in reply. His 
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looks betrayed what he felt ; and that he perfectly understood 
the slight. 

With a haughty glance towards my father and mother, he 
beckoned to his sister to follow him, and walked proudly away. 

Virginia and I were alarmed and speechless. We dared not 
say adieu. 

We were hurried from the spot ; and homeward Virginia 
went with my father and mother. There were others in the 
boat that had brought them to the island. There were blacks 
who rowed ; but I saw white men there too. The Ringgolds — 
both father and son — were of the party. 

I returned alone in the skiff. While crossing the lake, I 
looked up. The canoe was just entering the creek. I could see 
that the faces of the half-blood and his sister were turned 
towards us. I was watched, and dared not wave an adieu, 
although there was a sad feeling upon my heart — a presenti- 
ment that we were parting for long — perhaps for ever ! 

Alas ! the presentiment proved a just one. In three days 
from that time I was on my way to the far north, where I was 
entered as a cadet in the military academy of West Point. My 
sister, too, was sent to one of those seminaries, in which the 
cities of the Puritan people abound. It was long, long before 
either of us again set eyes upon the flowery land. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

WEST POINT. 

The military college of West Point is the finest school in the 
world. Princes and priests have there no power ; true know- 
ledge is taught, and must be learned, under penalty of banish- 
ment from the place. The graduate comes forth a scholar, not, 
as from Oxford and Cambridge, the pert parrot of a dead lan- 
guage, smooth prosodian, mechanic rhymster of Idyllic verse ; 
but a linguist of living tongues — one who has studied science, 
and not neglected art — a botanist, draughtsman, geologist, 
astronomer, engineer, soldier — all ; in short, a man fitted for the 
higher duties of social life — capable of supervision and command 
— equally so of obedience and execution. 

Had I been ever so much disinclined to books, in this institu- 
tion I could not have indulged in idleness. There is no " dunce " 
in West Point. There is no favour to family and fortune : the 
son of the President would be ejected, if not able to dress up 
with the rank ; and under the dread of disgrace, I became, per- 
force, a diligent student — in time a creditable scholar. 

The details of a cadet's experience possess but little interest 
— a routine of monotonous duties — only at West Point a little 
harder than elsewhere — at times but slightly differing from the 
slave-life of a common soldier. I bore them bravely — not that 
I was inspired by any great military ambition, but simply from 
a feeling of rivalry : I scorned to be the laggard of my class. 

There were times, however, when I felt weariness from so 
much restraint. It contrasted unfavourably with the free life I 
had been accustomed to ; and often did I feel a longing for 



Digitized 



by Google 



90 OSCEOLA. 

home — for the forest and the savanna — and far more, for the 
associates I had left behind. 

Long lingered in my heart the love of Matimee — long time 
unaffected by absence. I thought the void caused by that sad 
parting would never be filled up. No other object could replace 
in my mind, or banish from my memory the sweet souvenirs of 
my youthful love. Morning, noon, and night, was that image 
of picturesque beauty outlined upon the retina of my mental 
eye— by day in thoughts, by night in dreams. 

Thus was it for a long while — I thought it would never be 
otherwise ! No other could ever interest me, as she had done. 
No new joy could win me to wander — no Lethe could bring 
oblivion. Had I been told so by an angel, I would not, I could 
not, have believed it. 

Ah 1 it was a misconception of human nature. I was but 
sharing it in common with others, for most mortals have, at 
some period of life, laboured under a similar mistake. Alas ! it 
is too true — love is affected by time and absence. It will not 
live upon memory alone. The capricious soul, however delight- 
ing in the ideal, prefers the real and positive. Though there are 
but few lovely women in the world, there is no one lovlier than 
all the rest — no man handsomer than all his fellows. Of two 
pictures equally beautiful, that is the more beautiful upon which 
the eye is gazing. It is not without reason that lovers dread 
the parting hour. 

Was it books that spoke of lines and angles, of bastions and 
embrasures — was it drill, drill, drill by day, or the hard couch 
and harder guard tour by night — was it any or all of these that 
began to infringe upon the exclusivism of that one idea, and at 
Intervals drive it from my thoughts? Or was it the pretty 
faces that now and then made their appearance at the " Point " 
— the excursionary belles from Saratoga and Ballston, who came 
to visit us — or the blonde daughters of the patroons, our nearer 
neighbours — who came more frequently, and who saw in each 
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coarse-clad cadet the chrysalis of a hero — the embryo of a 
general ? • 

Which of all these was driving Matimee out of my mind ? 

It imports little what cause — such was the effect. The 
impression of my young love became less vivid on the page of 
memory. Each day it grew fainter and fainter, until it was 
attenuated to a slim retrospect. 

Ah ! Matimee ! in truth it was long before this came to pass. 
Those bright smiling faces danced long before my eyes ere thine 
became eclipsed. Long while withstood I the flattery of those 
siren tongues ; but my nature was human, and my heart yielded 
too easily to the seduction of sweet blandishments. 

It would not be true to say that my first love was altogether 
gone : it was cold, but not dead. Despite the fashionable flirta- 
tions of the hour, it had its seasons of remembrance and return. 
Oft upon the still night's guard, home-scenes came flitting before 
me ; and then the brightest object in the vision-picture was 
Matimee. My love for her was cold, not dead. Her presence 
would have rekindled it — I am sure it would. Even to have 
heard from her — of her — would have produced a certain effect. 
To have heard that she had forgotten me, and given her heart 
to another, would have restored my boyish passion in its full 
vigour and entirety ; I am sure it would. 

I could not have been indifferent then ? I must still have 
been in love with Matimee. 

One key pushes out the other ; but the fair daughters of the 
north had not yet obliterated from my heart this dark-skinned 
damsel of the south. 

During all my cadetship, I never saw her — never even heard 
of her. For five years I was an exile from home — and so was 
my sister. At intervals during that time we were visited by our 
father and mother, who made an annual trip to the fashionable 
resorts of the north — Ballston Spa, Saratoga, and Newport. 
There, during our holidays, we joined them ; and though I 
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longed to spend a vacation at home — I believe so did Virginia — 
the "mother was steel and the father was stone/' and our 
desires were not gratified. 

I suspected the cause of this stern denial. Our proud parents 
dreaded the danger of a mesalliance. They had not forgotten 
the tableau on the island. 

The Ringgolds met us at the watering-places ; and Arens was 
still assiduous in his attentions to Virginia. He had become a 
fashionable exquisite, and spent his gold freely — not to be out- 
done by the ci-devant tailors and stock-brokers, who constitute 
the " upper ten n of New York. I liked him no better than 
ever, though my mother was still his backer. 

How he sped with Virginia, I could not tell. My sister was 
now quite a woman — a fashionable dame, a belle — and had 
learnt much of the world, among other things, how to conceal 
her emotions — one of the distinguished accomplishments of the 
day. She was at times merry to an extreme degree ; though 
her mirth appeared to me a little artificial, and often ended 
abruptly. Sometimes she was thoughtful — not unfrequently 
cold and disdainful. I fancied that in gaining so many graces, 
she had lost much of what was in my eyes more valuable than 
all, her gentleness of heart. Perhaps I was wronging her. 

There were many questions I would have asked her, but our 
childish confidence was at an end, and delicacy forbade me to 
probe her heart. Of the past we never spoke : I mean of that 
past — those wild wanderings in the woods, the sailings over the 
lake, the scenes in the palm-shaded island. 

I often wondered whether she had cause to remember them, 
whether her souvenirs bore any resemblance to mine ! 

On these points, I had never felt a definite conviction. 
Though suspicious, at one time even apprehensive — I had been 
but a blind watcher, a too careless guardian. 

Surely my conjectures had been just, else why was she now 
6ilent upon themes and scenes that had so delighted us both ? 
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was her tongue tied by the after-knowledge that we had been 
doing wrong — only known to us by the disapproval of our 
parents? Or, was it that in her present sphere of fashion, 
she disdained to remember the humble associates of earlier 
days? 

Often did I conjecture whether there had ever existed such a 
sentiment in her bosom ; and, if so, whether it still lingered 
there ? These were points about which I might never be satis- 
fied. The time for such confidences had gone past. 

" It is not likely," reasoned I ; " or, if there ever was a feel- 
ing of tender regard for the young Indian, it is now forgotten — 
obliterated from her heart, perhaps from her memory. It is not 
likely it should survive in the midst of her present associations — 
in the midst of that entourage of perfumed beaux who are hourly 
pouring into her ears the incense of flattery. Far less probable 
she would remember than I; and have not I forgotten V 9 

Strange, that of the four hearts I knew only my own. 
Whether young Powell had ever looked upon my sister with ad- 
miring eyes, or she on him, I was still ignorant, or rather uncon- 
vinced. All I knew was by mere conjecture — suspicion — 
apprehension. What may appear stranger, I never knew the 
sentiment of that other heart, the one which interested me more 
than all. It is true, I had chosen to fancy it in my own favour. 
Trusting to glances, to gestures, to slight actions, never to words, 
I had hoped fondly ; but often too had I been the victim of 
doubt. Perhaps, after all, Maiimee had never loved me ! 

Many a sore heart had I suffered from this reflection. I could 
now bear it with more complacency ; and yet, singular to say, it 
was this very reflection that awakened the memory of Maiimee ; 
and, whenever I dwelt upon it, produced the strongest revulsions 
of my own spasmodic love ! 

Wounded vanity ! powerful as passion itself ! thy throes arc 
as strong as love. Under their influence, the chandeliers grow 
dim, and the fair forms flitting beneath lose half their brilliant 
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beauty. My thoughts go back to the flowery land — to the lake 

— to the island — to Matimee. 

********** 

Five years soon flitted past, and the period of my cadetship 
was fulfilled. With some credit, I went through the ordeal of 
the final examination. A high number rewarded my application, 
and gave me the choice of whatever arm of the service was most 
to my liking. I had a penchant for the rifles, though I might 
have pitched higher into the artillery, the cavalry, or engineers. 
I chose the first, however, and was gazetted brevet-lieutenant, 
and appointed to a rifle regiment, with leave of absence to revisit 
my native home. 

At this time, my sister had also " graduated " at the Ladies' 
Academy, and carried off her " diploma " with credit ; and to- 
gether we journeyed home. 

There was no father to greet us on our return : a weeping and 
widowed mother alone spoke the melancholy welcome. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE SEMINOLES. 

On my return to Florida, I found that the cloud of war was 
gathering over my native land. It would soon burst, and my 
first essay in military life would be made in the defence of hearth 
and home. I was not unprepared for the news. War is always 
the theme of interest within the walls of a military college ; and 
in no place are its probabilities and prospects so fully discussed 
or with so much earnestness. 

For a period of ten years had the United States been at peace 
with all the world. The iron haud of " Old Hickory n had awed 
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the savage foe of the frontiers. For more than ten years had 
the latter desisted from his chronic system of retaliation, and re- 
mained silent and still. But the pacific statu quo came to an 
end. Once more the red man rose to assert his rights, and in a 
quarter most unexpected. Not on the frontier of the " far west," 
hut in the heart of the flowery land. Yes, Florida was to be 
the theatre of operations — the stage on which this new drama 
was to be enacted. 

A word historical of Florida, for this writing is, in truth, a 
history. 

In 1821, the Spanish flag disappeared from the ramparts of 
San Augustine and St. Marks, and Spain yielded up possession of 
this fair province — one of her last footholds upon the continent 
of America. Literally, it was but a foothold the Spaniards held 
in Florida — a mere nominal possession. Long before the cession, 
the Indians had driven them from the field into the fortress. 
Their haciendas lay in ruins — their horses and cattle ran wild 
upon the savannas ; and rank weeds usurped the sites of their 
once prosperous plantations. During the century of dominion, 
they had made many a fair settlement, and the ruins of buildings 
— far more massive than aught yet attempted by their Saxon suc- 
cessors — attest the former glory and power of the Spanish nation. 

It was not destined that the Indians should long hold the 
country they had thus conquered. Another race of white men 
— their equals in courage and strength — were moving down from 
the north ; and it was easy prophecy to say that the red con- 
querors must in turn yield possession. 

Once already had they met in conflict with the pale-faced 
usurpers, led on by that stern soldier who now sat in the chair 
of the president. They were defeated, and forced further south, 
into the heart of the land — the centre of the peninsula. There, 
however, they were secured by treaty. A covenant solemnly 
made, and solemnly sworn to, guaranteed their right to the soil, 
and the Seminole was satisfied. 
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• 

Alas ! the covenants between the strong and the weak are 
things of convenience, to be broken whenever the former wills it 
— in this case, shamefully broken. 

White adventurers settled along the Indian border ; they 
wandered over Indian ground — not wandered, but went ; they 
looked upon the land ; they saw that it was good — it would 
grow rice and cotton, and cane and indigo, the olive and orange ; 
they desired to possess it, more than desired — they resolved it 
should be theirs. 

There was a treaty, but what cared they for treaties ? Ad- 
venturers — ruined planters from Georgia and the Carolinas, 
" negro .traders " from all parts of the south ; what were coven- 
ants in their eyes, especially when made with red-skins ? The 
treaty must be got rid of. 

The "Great Father," scarcely more scrupulous than they, 
approved their plan. 

" Yes," said he, " it is good — the Seminoles must be dispos- 
sessed ; they must remove to another land ; we shall find them a 
home in the west, on the great plains ; there they will have 
wide hunting-grounds, their own for ever." 

11 No," responded the Seminoles ; " we do not wish to move ; 
we are contented here : we love our native land ; we do not 
wish to leave it ; we shall stay." 

11 Then you will not go willingly ? Be it so. We are strong, 
you are weak ; we shall force you." 

Though not the letter, this is the very spirit of the reply 
which Jackson made to the Seminoles ! 

The world has an eye, and that eye requires to be satisfied. 
Even tyrants dislike the open breach of treaties. In this case, 
political party was more thought of than the world, and a show 
of justice became necessary. 

The Indians remained obstinate — they liked their own land, 
they were reluctant to leave it — no wonder. 

Some pretext must be found to dispossess them. The old 
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excuse, that they were mere idle hunters, and made no profitable 
use of the soil, would scarcely avail. It was not true. The 
Seminole was not exclusively a hunter ; he was a husbandman 
as well, and tilled the land — rudely, it may be, tjut was this a 
reason for dispossessing him ? 

Without this, others were easily found. That cunning com- 
missioner which their " Great Father " sent them could soon invent 
pretexts. He was one who well knew the art of muddying the 
stream upwards, and well did he practise it. 

The country was soon filled with rumours of Indians— of horses 
and cattle stolen, of plantations plundered, of white travellers 
robbed and murdered — all the work of those savage Seminoles. 

A vile frontier press, ever ready to give tongue to the popular 
furor, did not fail in its duty of exaggeration. 

But who was to gazette the provocations, the retaliations, the 
wrongs and cruelties inflicted by the other side ? All these were 
carefully concealed. 

A sentiment was soon created throughout the country — a sen- 
timent of bitter hostility towards the Seminole. 

" Kill the savage ! Hunt him down 1 Drive him out 1 Away 
with him to the west I" Thus was the sentiment expressed. 
These became the popular cries. 

When the people of the United States have a wish, it is likely 
soon to seek gratification, particularly when that wish coincides 
with the views of its government ; in this case, it did so, the 
government itself having created it. 

It would be easy, all supposed, to accomplish the popular will, 
to dispossess the savage, hunt him, drive him out. Still there 
was a treaty. The world had an eye, and there was a thinking 
minority not to be despised who opposed this clamorous desire. 
The treaty could not be broken under the light of day ; how 
then, was this obstructive covenant to be got rid of ? 

Gall the head men together, cajole them out of it ; the chiefs 
are human, they are poor, some of them drunkards — bribes will 
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go far, fire-waiter still further ; make a new treaty with a doable 
construction — the ignorant savages will not understand it ; 
obtain their signatures — the thing is done ! 

Crafty commissioner! yours is the very plan, and you the 
man to execute it. 

It was done. On the 9th of May, 1832, on the banks of the 
Oclawaha, the chiefs of the Seminole nation in full council 
assembled bartered away the land of their fathers ! 

Such was the report given to the world. 

It was not true. 

It was not a full council of chiefs ; it was an assembly of 
traitors bribed and suborned, of weak men flattered and intimi- 
dated. No wonder the nation refused to accede to this surrep- 
titious covenant ; no wonder they heeded not its terms ; bat had 
to be summoned to still another council, for a freer and fuller 
signification of their consent. 

It soon became evident that the great body of the Seminole 
nation repudiated the treaty. Many of the chiefs denied 
having signed it. The head chief, Onopa, denied it. Some 
confessed the act, but declared they had been drawn into it by 
the influence and advice of others. It was only the more 
powerful leaders of clans — as the brothers Omatla, Black Clay, 
and Big Warrior — who openly acknowledged the signing. 

These last became objects of jealousy throughout the tribes ; 
they were regarded as traitors, and justly so. Their lives were 
in danger ; even their own retainers disapproved. of what they 
had done. 

To understand the position, it is necessary to say a word of 
the political status of the Seminoles. Their government was 
purely republican — a thorough democracy. Perhaps in no other 
community in the world did there exist so perfect a condition of 
freedom ; I might add happiness, for the latter is but the natural 
offspring of the former. Their state has been compared to that 
of the clans of Highland Scotland. The parallel is true only in 
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one respect. Like the Gael, the Seminoles were without any 
common organization. They lived in "tribes" far apart, each 
politically independent of the other ; and although in friendly 
relationship, there was no power of coercion between them. 
There was a " head chief" — king he could not be called — for 
" Mico," his Indian title, has not that signification. The proud 
spirit of the Seminole had never sold itself to so absurd a con- 
dition ; they had not yet surrendered up the natural rights of 
man. It is only after the state of nature has been perverted 
and abased, that the " kingly " element becomes strong among 
a people. 

The head " mico " of the Seminoles was only a head in name. 
His authority was purely personal : he had no power over life or 
property. Though occasionally the wealthiest, he was often 
one of the poorest of his people. He was more open than any 
of the others to the calls of philanthropy, and ever ready to 
disburse with free hand, what was in reality, not his people's, 
but his own. Hence he rarely grew rich. 

He was surrounded by no retinue, girt in by no barbarian 
pomp or splendor, flattered by no flunkey courtiers, like the 
rajahs of the east, or, on a still more costly scale, the crowned 
monarchs of the west. On the contrary, his dress was scarcely 
conspicuous, often meaner than those around him. Many a 
common warrior was far more gaiUard than he. 

As with the head chief, so with the chieftains of tribes ; they 
possessed no power over life or property ; they could not decree 
punishment. A jury alone can do this ; and I make bold to 
affirm, that the punishments among these people were in juster 
proportion to the crimes than those decreed in the highest courts 
of civilization. 

It was a system of the purest republican freedom, without one 
idea of the levelling principle ; for merit produced distinction 
and authority. Property was not in common, though labor was 
partially so ; but this community of toil was a mutual arrange- 
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ment, agreeable to all. The ties of familj wefe as sacred and 
strong as ever existed on earth. 

And these were savages forsooth — red savages, to be dispos- 
sessed of their rights — to be driven from hearth and home — 
to be banished from their beautiful land to a desert wild — to 
be shot down and hunted like beasts of the field ! The last in 
its most literal sense, for dogs were to be employed in the 
pursuit 1 



CHAPTER XIX. 

AN INDIAN HERO. 

There were several reasons why the treaty of the Oclawaha 
could not be considered binding on the Seminole nation. First, 
it was not signed by a majority of the chiefs. Sixteen chiefs 
and sub-chiefs appended their names to it. There were five 
times this number in the nation. 

Second, it was, after all, no treaty, but a mere conditional 
contract — the conditions being that a deputation of Seminoles 
should first proceed to the lands allotted in the west (upon 
White River), examine these lands, and bring back a report to 
their people. The very nature of this condition proves that no 
contract for removal could have been completed, until the explo- 
ration had been first accomplished. 

The examination was made. Seven chiefs, accompanied by an 
agent, journeyed to the far west, and made a survey of the 
lands. 

Now, mark the craft of the commissioner ! These seven 
chiefs are nearly all taken from those friendly to the removal. 
We find among them both the Omatla6, and Black Clay. True, 
there is Hoitle-mattee (jumper), a patriot, but this brave warrior 
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is stricken with the Indian curse — he loves the fire-water ; and 
his propensity is well-known to Phagan, the agent, who accom- 
panies them. 

A ruse is contemplated, and is pnt in practice. The deputa- 
tion is hospitably entertained at Port Gibson, on the Arkansas. 
Hoitle-mattee is made merry — the contract for removal is spread 
before the seven chiefs — they all sign it: and the juggle is 
complete. 

But even this was no fulfilment of the terms of the Oclawaha 
covenant. The deputation was to return with their report, and 
ask the will of the nation. That was yet to be given ; and, in 
order to obtain it, a new council of all the chiefs and warriors 
must be summoned. 

It was to be a mere formality. It was well known that the 
nation as a body disapproved of the facile conduct of the seven 
chiefs, and would not endorse it. They were not going to 
" move." 

This was the more evident, since other conditions of the 
treaty were daily broken. One of these was the restoration of 
runaway slaves, which the signers of the Oclawaha treaty had 
promised to send back to their owner. No blacks were sent 
back ; on the contrary, they now found refuge among the 
Indians more secure than ever. 

The commissioner knew all this. He was calling the new 
council out of mere formality. Perhaps he might persuade them 
to sign — if not, he intended to awe them into the measure, or 
force them at the point of the bayonet. He had said as much. 
Troops were concentrating at the agency — Port King — and 
others were daily arriving at Tampa Bay. The government had 
taken its measures ; and coercion was resolved upon. 

I was not ignorant of what was going on, nor of all that had 
happened during my long years of absence. My comrades, the 
cadets, were well versed in Indian affairs, and took a lively 
interest in them — especially those who expected soon to escape 
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from the college walls. " Black Hawk's war/' just terminated 
in the west, had already given some a chance of service and dis- 
tinction, and young ambition was now bending its eyes upon 
Florida. 

The idea, however, of obtaining glory in such a war was 
ridiculed by all. " It would be too easy a war — the foe was not 
worth considering. A mere handful of savages/' asserted they ; 
" scarcely enough of them to stand before a single company. 
They would be either killed or captured in the first skirmish, one 
and all of them — there was not the slightest chance of their 
making any protracted resistance — unfortunately, there was 
not." 

Such was the belief of my college companions ; and, indeed, 
the common belief of the whole country, at that time. The 
army, too, shared it. One officer was heard to boast that he 
could march through the whole Indian territory with only a cor- 
poral's guard at his back ; and another, with like bravado, 
wished that the government would give him a charter of the 
war, on his own account. He would finish it for 10,000 dollars! 

These only expressed the sentiments of the day. No one 
believed that the Indians would or could sustain a conflict with 
us for any length of time ; indeed, there were few who could be 
brought to think that they would resist at all : they were only 
holding out for better terms, and would yield before coming to 
blows. 

For my part, I thought otherwise. I knew the Seminoles 
better than most of those who talked — I knew their country bet- 
ter ; and, notwithstanding the odds against them — the apparent 
hopelessness of the struggle — I had my belief that they would 
neither yield to disgraceful terms, nor yet be so easily conquered. 
Still, it was but a conjecture ; and I might be wrong. I might 
be deserving the ridicule which my opposition to the belief of my 
comrades often brought upon me. 

The newspapers made us acquainted with every circumstance. 

t 
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Letters, too, were constantly received at the " Point n from old 
graduates now serving in Florida. Every detail reached as, and 
we had become acquainted with the names of many of the Indian 
chieftains, as well as the internal politique of the tribe. It 
appeared they were not united. There was a party in favour of 
yielding to the demands of our government, headed by one 
Omatla. This was the traitor party, and a minority. The 
patriots were more numerous, including the head " mico " him- 
self, and the powerful chiefs Holata, Coa-hajo, and the negro 
Abram. 

Among the patriots there was one name that, upon the wings 
of rumour, began to take precedence of all others. It appeared 
frequently in the daily prints, and in the letters of our friends. 
It was that of a young warrior, or sub-chief,*as he was styled, 
who by some means or other had gained a remarkable ascend- 
ency in the tribe. He was one of the most violent opponents of 
the " removal f in fact, the leading spirit that opposed it ; and 
chiefs much older and more powerful were swayed by his 
counsel. 

We cadets much admired this young man. He was described 
as possessing all the attributes of a hero— of noble aspect, bold, 
handsome, intelligent. Both his physical and intellectual qual- 
ities were spoken of in terms of praise — almost approaching to 
hyperbole. His form was that of an Apollo, his features Adonis 
or Endymion. He was first in everything — the best shot in his 
nation, the most expert swimmer and rider — the swiftest runner, 
and most successful hunter — alike eminent in peace or war — in 
short, a Cyrus. 

There were Xenophons enough to record his fame. The peo- 
ple of the United States had been long at peace with the red 
men. The romantic savage was far away from their borders. 
It was rare to see an Indian within the settlements, or hear 
aught of them. There had been no late deputations from the 
tribes to gratify the eyes of gazing citizens ; and a real curiosity 
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had grown up in regard to these children of the forest An 
Indian hero was wanted, and this young chief appeared to be the 
man. 
His name was Osceola. 



CHAPTER XX. 

FRONTIER JUSTICE. 

I was not allowed long to enjoy the sweets of home. A few 
days after my arrival, I received an order to repair to Fort King, 
the Seminole agency, and head-quarters of the army of Florida. 
General Clinch there commanded. I was summoned upon his 
staff. 

Not without chagrin, I prepared to obey the order. It was 
hard to part so soon from those who dearly loved me, and from 
whom I had been so long separated. Both mother and sister 
were overwhelmed with grief at my going. Indeed they urged 
me to resign my commission, and remain at home. 

Not unwillingly did I listen to their counsel : I had no heart 
in the cause in which I was called forth ; but at such a crisis I 
dared not follow their advice : I should have been branded as a 
traitor — a coward. My country had commissioned me to carry 
a sword. I must wield it, whether the cause be just or unjust — 
whether to my liking or not. This is called patriotism ! 

There was yet another reason for my reluctance to part from 
home. I need hardly declare it. Since my return, my eyes had 
often wandered over the lake — often rested on that fair island. 
Oh, I had not forgotten her ! 

I can scarcely analyze my feelings. They were mingled emo- 
tions. Young love triumphant over older passions — ready to 
burst forth from the ashes that had long shrouded it — young 
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lore penitent and remorseful — doubt, jealousy, apprehension. 
All these were active within me. 

Since my arrival, I had not dared to go forth. I observed 
that my mother was still distrustful. I had not dared even to 
question those who might have satisfied me. I passed those few 
days in doubt, and at intervals under a painful presentiment that 
all was not well. 

Did Maiimee still live ? Was she true ? True ! Had she 
reason ? Had she ever loved me ? 

There were those near who could have answered the first 
question ; but I feared to breathe her name, even to the most 
intimate. 

Bidding adieu to my mother and sister, I took the route. 
These were not left alone : my maternal uncle— their guardian 
— resided upon the plantation. The parting moments were less 
bitter, from the belief that I should soon return. Even if the 
anticipated campaign should last for any considerable length of 
time, the scene of my duties would lie near, and I should find 
frequent opportunities of revisiting them. 

My uncle scouted the idea of a campaign, as so did every one. 
" The Indians," he said, " would yield to the demands of the 
commissioner. Fools, if they didn't 1" 

Fort King was .not distant ; it stood upon Indian ground — 
fourteen miles within the border, though further than that from 
our plantation. A day's journey would bring me to it ; and in 
company of my cheerful " squire," Black Jake, the road would 
not seem long. We bestrode a pair of the best steeds the stables 
afforded, and were both armed cap-drpid. 

We crossed the ferry at the upper landing, and rode within 
the " reserve "* The path — it was only a path — ran parallel to 
the creek, though not near its banks. It passed through the 
woods, some distance to the rear of Madame Powell's plantation. 

* That portion of florid* rsterved for the 8eminolefl by the treaty of Camp Moultrie 
made in 1988. It wai a Urge tract, and occupied the central part of the peninsula. 
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When opposite to the clearing, my eyes fell upon the diverg- 
ing track. I knew it well : I had oft trodden it with swelling 
heart. 

I hesitated — halted. Strange thoughts careered through my 
bosom ; resolves half-made, and suddenly abandoned. The rein 
grew slack, and then tightened. The spur threatened the ribs 
of my horse, but failed to strike. 

" Shall I go ? Once more behold her. Once more renew 

those sweet joys of tender love ? Once more Ha, perhaps it 

is too late ! I might be no longer welcome — if my reception 
should be hostile ? Perhaps " 

" Wha' you doin dar, Massr George ? Daat's not tha' road 
to tha fort." 

" 1 know that, Jake ; I was thinking of making a call at 
Madame Powell's plantation." 

" Mar'm Pow ? U plantayshun 1 Gollys I Massr George— daat 
all you knows f bout it ?" 

" About what ?" 1 inquired with anxious heart." 

" Da^s no Mar'm Pow'U da no more ; nor hain't a been, since 
better'n two year — all gone clar 'way." 

" Gone away ? Where ?" 

" Daat dis chile know nuffin 'bout. S'pose da gone some 
other lokayshun in da rezav ; made new clarin somewha else." 

" And who lives here now ?" 

" Dar ain't neery one lib tha now : tha ole house am des- 
arted." 

" But why did Madame Powell leave it ?" 

II Ah — daat am a quaw story. Gollys ! you nebber hear um, 
Massr George V 

" No — never." 

" Den I tell um. But s'pose, massr, we ride on. T am a 
gettin' a little lateish, an' 'twont do nohow to be cotch arter 
night in tha woods." 

I turned my horse's head and advanced along the main road, 
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Jake riding by my side. With aching heart, I listened to his 
narrative. 

" You see, Massr George, 'twar all & Massr Ringgol — tha ole 
boss* daat am — an' I blieve tha young 'un had 'im hand in dat 
pie, all same, like tha ole 'un. Waal, you see Martn Pow'll she 
loss some niggas dat war ha slaves. Dey war stole from ha, an' 
wuss dan stole. Dey war tuk, an 7 by white men, massr. Tha 
be folks who say dat Mass* Binggol — he know'd more 'n any- 
body else 'bout tha whole bizness. But da rubb'ry war blamed 
on Ned Spence an' Bill William. Waal, Mar'm, Powll she go 
to da law wi' dis yar Ned an' Bill ; an' she 'ploy Massr Orubb 
tha big lawyer dat lib down tha ribba. Now Massr Orubb, he 
great friend o* Massr Ringgol, an' folks do say dat boaf de two 
put tha heads together to cheat dat ar Indy-en 'ooman." 

"How?" 

" Dis chile don't say for troof, Massr George ; he hear urn 
only from da black folks : tha white folks say diffrent. But I 
bear urn from Mass' Binggol's own nigga woodman — Pomp, you 
know Massr, George ? an' he say that them ar two bosses did 
put tha heads together to cheat dat poor Indy-en 'ooman." 

" In what way, Jake ?" I asked impatiently. 

" Waal, you see, Massr George, da lawya he want da Indy-en 
sign ha name to 6ome paper — power ob 'turney, tha call am, I 
believe. She sign ; she no read tha writin. Whuch ! daat 
paper war no power ob 'turney : it war what tha lawyas call a 
" bill ob sale." 

" Ha !" 

" Yes, Massr George, dat's what urn war ; an' by dat same 
bill ob sale all Mar'm Pow'U's niggas an' all ha plantation-clarin 
war made ober to Massr Grubb." 

" Atrocious scoundrel ?" 

11 Massr Grubb he swar he bought 'em all, an' paid for 'em in 

• M titer or proprietor ; nnfremny In use throughout the Southern State*. From the 
Dutch "buif 
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cash dollar. Marin PowTl she swar de berry contr'y. Da judge 
he decide for Massr Grubb, 'kase great Massr Ringgol" he wit- 
ness ; an' folks do say Massr Ringgol now got dat paper in am 
own safe keepin', an' war at tha bottom ob tha whole bizness." 

" Atrocious scoundrels ! oh, villains 1 But tell me, Jake, 
what became of Madame Powell ?" 

" Shortly arter, tha all gone 'way — nob'dy know wha. Da 
mar'm haself an' dat fine young fellur you know, an' da young 
Indy-en gal dat ebbery body say war so good-lookin' — yes, Massr 
George, tha all gone 'way." 

At that moment an opening in the woods enabled me to catch 
a glimpse of the old house. There it stood in all its gray gran- 
deur, still embowered in the midst of beautiful groves of orange 
and olive. But the broken fence — the tall weeds standing up 
against the walls — the shingles here and there missing from the 
roof— all told the tale of ruin. 

There was ruin in my heart, as I turned sorrowing away. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

INDIAN SLAVE8. 

It never occurred to me to question the genuineness of Jake's 
story. What the " black folks " said was true • I had no doubt 
of it. The whole transaction was redolent of the Ringgolds and 
lawyer Grubbs — the latter a half planter, half legal practitioner 
of indifferent reputation. 

Jake further informed me that Spence and Williams had dis- 
appeared during the progress of the trial. Both afterwards 
returned to the settlement, but no ulterior steps were taken 
against them, as there was no one to prosecute ! 

As for the stolen negroes, they were never seen again in that 
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part of the country. The robbers had no doubt carried them 
to the slave-markets of Mobile or New Orleans, where a suffi- 
cient price would be obtained to remunerate Grubbs for his pro- 
fessional services, as also Williams and Spence for theirs. The 
land would become Ringgold's, as soon as the Indians could be 
got out of the country — and this was the object of the " bill of 
sale." 

A transaction of like nature between white man and white 
man would have been regarded as a grave swindle, an atrocious 
crime. The whites affected not to believe it ; but there were 
some who knew it to be true, and viewed it only in the light of 
a clever ruse ! 

That it was true, I could not doubt. Jake gave me reasons 
that left no room for doubt ; in fact it was only in keeping with 
the general conduct of the border adventures towards the unfor- 
tunate natives with whom they came in contact. 

Border adventures did I say ? Government agents, members 
of the Florida legislature, generals, planters, rich as Ringgold, 
all took part in similar speculations. I could give names. I 
am writing truth, and do not fear contradiction. 

It was easy enough, therefore, to credit the tale. It was only 
one of twenty similar cases of which I had heard. The acts of 
Colonel Gad Humphreys, the Indian agent — of Major Phagan, 
another Indian agent — of Dexter, the notorious negro-6tealer — 
of Floyd — of Douglass — of Robinson and Millburn, are all his- 
toric — all telling of outrages committed upon the suffering Semi- 
nole. A volume might be filled detailing such swindles as that 
of Grubbs aud Ringgold. In the mutual relations between 
white man and red man, it requires no skillful advocate to shew 
on which side must lie the wrongs unrepaired and unavenged. 
Beyond all doubt, the Indian has ever been the victim. 

It is needless to add that there were retaliations : how could 
it be otherwise ? 

One remarkable fact discloses itself in these episodes of Flori- 
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dian life. It is well known that slaves thus stolen from the 
Indians always returned to their owners whenever they amid ! To 
secure them from finding their way back, the Dexters and Doug- 
lasses were under the necessity of taking them to some distant 
market, to the far " coasts " of the Mississippi — to Natchez or 
New Orleans. 

There is but one explanation of this social phenomenon ; and 
that is, that the slaves of the Seminole were not slaves. In truth 
they were treated with an indulgence to which the helot of other 
lands is a stranger. They were the agriculturists of the coun- 
try, and their Indian master was content if they raised him a 
little corn — -just sufficient for his need — with such other vegeta- 
ble products as his simple cuisine required. They lived far apart 
from the dwellings of their owners. Their hours of labour were 
few, and scarcely compulsory. Surplus product was their own ; 
and in most cases they became rich — far richer than their own 
masters, who were less skilled in economy. Emancipation was 
easily purchased, and the majority were actually free— though 
from such claims it was scarcely worth while to escape. If 
slavery it could be called, it was the mildest form ever known 
upon earth — far differing from the abject bondage of Ham under 
either Shem or Japheth. 

It may be asked how the Seminoles became possessed of these 
black slaves? Were they "runaways" from the States — from 
Georgia and the Carolinas, Alabama, and the plantations of 
Florida ? Doubtless a few were from this source ; but most of 
the runaways were not claimed as property ; and, arriving 
among the Indians, became free. There was a time when by the 
stern conditions of the Camp Moultrie Covenant these " abscond- 
ing n slaves were given up to their white owners ; but it is no 
discredit to the Seminoles, that they were always remiss in the 
observance of this disgraceful stipulation. In fact, it was not 
always possible to surrender back the fugitive negro. Black 
communities had concentrated themselves in different parts of 



Digitized 



by Google 



INDIAN SLATES. Ill 

the Reserve, who under their own leaders were socially free, and 
strong enongh for self-defence. It was with these that the run- 
aways usually fonnd refuge and welcome. Such a community 
was that of " Harry " amidst the morasses of Pease Creek — 
of "Abram"at Micosauky — of "Charles" and the "mulatto 

king." 

No ; the negro slaves of the Seminoles were not runaways 
from the plantations ; though the whites would wish to make it 
appear so. Very few were of this class. The greater number 
was the " genuine property " of their Indian owners, so far as a 
slave can be called property. At all events, they were legally 
obtained — some of them from the Spaniards, the original settlers, 
and some by fair purchase from the American planters them- 
selves. 

How purchased ? yon will ask. What could a tribe of sava- 
ges give in exchange for such a costly commodity ? The answer 
is easy. Horses and horned cattle. Of both of these the Sem- 
inoles possessed vast herds. On the evacuation by the Spaniards 
the savannas swarmed with cattle, of Andalusian race — half- 
wild. The Indians caught and reclaimed them — became their 
owners. 

This, then, was the quid pro quo — quadrupeds in exchange for 
bipeds ! 

The chief of the crimes charged against the Indians was the 
stealing of cattle — for the white men had their herds as well. 
The Seminoles did not deny that there were bad men amongst 
them — lawless fellows difficult to restrain. Where is the com- 
munity without scamps ? 

One thing was very certain. The Indian chiefs, when fairly 
appealed to, have always evinced an earnest desire to make res- 
toration : and exhibited an energy in the cause of justice, 
entirely unknown upon the opposite side of their border. 

It differed little how they acted, so far as regarded their 
character among their white neighbours. These had made up 
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their mind that the dog should be hanged ; and it was neces- 
sary to give him a bad name. Every robbery, committed upon 
the frontier was of course the act of an Indian. White bur- 
glars had but to give their faces a coat of Spanish brown, and 
justice could not see through the paint. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A CIRCUITOUS TRANSACTION. 

Such were my reflections as I journeyed on — suggested by the 
sad tale to which I had been listening. 

As if to confirm their correctness, an incident at that moment 
occurred exactly to the point. 

We had not ridden far along the path, when we came upon 
the tracks of cattle. Some twenty head must have passed over 
the ground going in the same direction as ourselves — towards the 
Indian " Reserve." 

The tracks were fresh — almost quite fresh. I was tracker 
enough to know that they must have passed within the hour. 
Though cloistered so long within college walls, I had not for- 
gotten all the forest craft taught me by young Powell. 

The circumstance of thus coming upon a cattle-trail, fresh or 
old, would have made no impression upon me. There was noth- 
ing remarkable about it. Some Indian herdsmen had been 
driving home their flock ; and that the drivers were Indians, I 
could perceive by the moccasin prints in the mud. It is true, 
some frontiers-men wear the moccasin ; but these were not the 
foot-prints of white men. The turned-in toes,* the high instep, 

• It b art, not nature, that caoMt this peculiarity ; It la done In the cradle. 
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other trifling signs which, from early training, I knew how to 
translate, proved that the tracks were Indian. 

So were they agreed my groom, and Jake was no " slonch " in 
the ways of the woods. He had all his life been a keen 'coon- 
hunter — a trapper of the swamp-hare, the " possum," and the 
" gobbler." Moreover, he had been my companion upon many a 
deer-hunt — many a chase after the gray fox, and the rufous 
" cat." During my absence he had added*greatly to his expe- 
riences. He had succeeded his former rival in the post of wood- 
man, which brought him daily in contact with the denizens of 
the forest, and constant observation of their habits had increased 
his skill. 

It is a mistake to suppose that the negro brain is incapable 
of that acute reasoning which constitutes a cunning hunter. I 
have known black men who could read " sign " and lift a trail 
with as much intuitive quickness as either red or white. Black 
Jake could have done it. 

I soon found that in this kind of knowledge he was now my 
master ; and almost on the instant I had cause to be astonished 
at his acuteness. 

I have said that the sight of the cattle-tracks created no sur- 
prise in either of us. At first it did not ; but we had not rid- 
den twenty paces further, when I saw my companion suddenly 
rein up, at the same instant giving utterance to one of those 
ejaculations peculiar to the negro thorax, and closely resembling 
the " wugh " of a startled hog. 

I looked in his face. I saw by its expression that he had 
some revelation to make. 

" What is it, Jake ?" 

" Golly I Massr George, d' you see daat ?" 

" What ?" 
- " Daat down dar." 

" I see a ruck of cow-tracks — nothing more." 

" Doant you see dat big 'un ?" 
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" Yes — there ia one larger than the rest." 

" By Gosh ! it am de big ox Ballface — I know am track 
anywha — many's tha load o* cyrpess log dat ar ox hab toated 
for ole massr.' 

"What? I remember Baldface. You think the cattle are 
ours ?" 

"No, Massr George — I 'spect tha be da lawya Grubb's cattle. 
Ole massr sell Ballface to Massr Grubb more'n a year 'go. Daat 
am Bally's track for sartin." 

"But why should Mr. Grubb's cattle be here in Indian 
ground, and so far from his plantation ? — and with Indian 
drivers, too ? " 

" Dat ere's just what dis chile can't clarly make out, Massr 
George." 

There was a singularity in the circumstance that induced re- 
flection. The cattle could not have strayed so far of themselves. 
The voluntary swimming of the river was against such a supposi- 
tion. But they were not straying. They were evidently con- 
ducted — and by Indians. Was it a raid? — were the beeves 
being stolen ? 

It had the look of a bit of thievery, and yet it was not crafty 
enough. The animals had been driven along a frequented path, 
certain to be taken by those in quest of them ; and the robbers 
— if they were such — had used no precaution to conceal their 
tracks. 

It looked like a theft, and it did not ; and it was just this du- 
bious aspect that stimulated the curiosity of my companion and 
myself — so much so that we made up our minds to follow the 
trail, and if possible ascertain the truth. 

For a mile or more the trail coincided with our own route ; 
and then turning abruptly to the left, it struck off towards a track 
of " hommock " woods. 

We were determined not to give up our intention lightly. The 
tracks were so fresh, that we knew the herd must have passed 
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within the hour — within the quarter — they could not be distant. 
We could gallop back to the main road, through some thin pine 
timber we saw stretching away to the right ; and with these re- 
flections, we turned head along the cattle-trail. 

Shortly after entering the dense forest, we heard voices of men 
in conversation, and at intervals the routing of oxen. 

We alit, tied our horses to a tree, and moved forward 
afoot. 

We walked stealthily and in silence, guiding ourselves by the 
Bounds of the voices, that kept up an almost continual clatter. 
Beyond a doubt, the cattle whose bellowing we heard were those 
whose tracks we had been tracing ; but equally certain was it, 
that the voices we now listened to were not the voices of those 
who had driven them ! 

It is easy to distinguish between the intonation of an Indian 
and a white man. The men whose conversation reached our ears 
were whites — their language was our own, with all its coarse em- 
bellishments. My companion's discernment went beyond this — he 
recognized the individuals. 

" Golly ! Massr George, it ar tha two dam ruffins — Spence 
and Bill William !" 

Jake's conjecture proved correct. We drew closer to the spot. 
The evergreen trees concealed us perfectly. We got up to the 
edge of an opening ; and there saw the herd of beeves, the two 
Indians who had driven them, and the brace of worthies already 
named. 

We stood under cpver watching and listening ; and in a very 
short while, with the help of a few hints from my companion, I 
comprehended the whole affair. 

Each of the Indians — worthless outcasts of their tribe — was 
presented with a bottle of whisky and a few trifling trinkets. 
This was in payment for their night's work — the plunder of law- 
yer Grubb's pastures. 

Their share of the business was now over ; and they were just 
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in the act of delivering up their charge as we arrived upon the 
ground. Their employers, whose droving bout was here to be- 
gin, had just handed over their towards. The Indians might go 
home and get drunk : they were no longer needed. The cattle 
would be taken to some distant part of the country — where a 
market would be readily found — or, what was of equal proba- 
bility, they would find their way back to lawyer Grubb's own 
plantation, having been rescued by the gallant fellows Spenoe 
and 'Williams from a band of Indian rievers I This would be a 
fine tale for the plantation fireside— a rare chance for a repre- 
sentation to the police and the powers. 

Oh, those savage Seminole robbers! they must be got rid of — 
they must be " moved v out 

As the cattle chanced to belong to lawyer Grubbs, I did not 
choose to interfere. I could tell my tale elsewhere ; and, with- 
out making our presence known, my companion and I turned 
silently upon our heels, regained our horses, and went our way 
reflecting. 

I entertained no doubt about the justness of our surmise — no 
doubt that Williams and Spence had employed the drunken In- 
dians — no more that lawyer Grubbs had employed Williams and 
Spence, in this circuitous transaction. 

The stream must be muddied upward — the poor Indian must 
be driven to desperation. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

BEFLEOTIONS BY THE WAY. 

At college, as elsewhere, I had been jeered for taking the 
Indian side of the question. Not unfrequently was I " twitted " 
with the blood of poor old Powhatan, which, alter two hundred 
years of " whitening," must have circulated very sparsely in my 
yeins. It was said I was not patriotic, since I did not join in 
the vulgar clamour, so congenial to nations when they talk of 
an enemy. 

Nations are like individuals. To please them, you must be as 
wicked as they — feel the same sentiment, or speak it — which will 
serve as well — affect Jike loves and hates ; in short, yield up 
independence of thought, and cry " crucify " with the majority. 

This is the world's man — the patriot of the times. 

He who draws his deductions from the fountain of truth, and 
would try to stem the senseless current of a people's prejudg- 
ments, will never be popular during life. Posthumously he may, 
but not this side the grave. Such need not seek the " living 
fame " for which yearned the conqueror of Peru: he will not find 
it. If the true patriot desire the reward of glory, he must look 
for it only from posterity — long after his " mouldering bones " 
have rattled iu the tomb. 

Happily there is another reward. The mens conscia recti is not 
an idle phrase. There are those who esteem it — who have exper- 
ienced both sustenance and comfort from its sweet whisperings. 

Though sadly pained at the conclusions to which I was com- 
pelled — not only by the incident I had witnessed, but by a host 
of others lately heard of — I congratulated myself on the course 
I had pursued. Neither by word nor act, had I thrown one 
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feather into the scale of injustice. I had no cause for self-accu- 
sation. My conscience cleared me of all ill-will towards the 
unfortunate people, who were soon to stand before me in the 
attitude of enemies. 

My thoughts dwelt not long on the general question — scarcely 
a moment. That was driven out of my mind by reflections of a 
more painful nature — by the sympathies of friendship, of love. I 
thought only of the ruined widow, of her children, of Maiimee. 
It were but truth to confess that I thought only of the last; but 
this thought comprehended all that belonged to her. All of 
hers were endeared, though she was the centre of the endearment. 

And for all I now felt sympathy, sorrow — ay, a far more poig- 
nant bitterness than grief — the ruin of sweet hopes. I scarcely 
hoped ever to see them again. 

Where were they now ? Whither had they gone ? Conjec- 
tures, apprehensions, fears, floated upon my fancy. I could not 
avoid giving way to dark imaginings. The men who had com- 
mitted that crime were capable of any other, even the highest 
known to the calendar of justice. What had become of these 
friends of my youth ? 

My companion could throw no light on their history after 
that day of wrong. He " 'sposed tha had move off to some oder 
clarin in da Indy-en rezav, for folks nebba heern o' um nebber no 
more arterward." 

Even this was a conjecture. A little relief to the heaviness of 
my thoughts was imparted by the changing scene. 

Hitherto we had been travelling through a pine forest. About 
noon we passed from it into a large tract of hommock, that 
stretched right and left of our course. The road or path we fol- 
lowed ran directly across it. 

The scene became suddenly changed as if by a magic trans- 
formation. The soil under our feet was different, as also the 
foliage over our heads. The pines were no longer around us. 
Our view was interrupted on all sides by a thick frondage of 
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evergreen trees — some with broad shining coriaceous leaves, as 
the magnolia, that here grew to its fall stature. Alongside it 
stood the live-oak, the red mulberry, the Bourbon laurel, iron- 
wood, Halesia and Callicarpa, while towering above all rose the 
cabbage-palm, proudly waving its plumed crest in the breeze, as 
if saluting with supercilious nod its humbler companions beneath. 
For a long while we travelled under deep shadow — not formed 
by the trees alone, but by their parasites as well — the large 
grape-vine loaded with leaves — the coiling creepers of smilax and 
hedera — the silvery tufts of tillandsia shrouded the sky from our 
sight. The path was winding aud iutricate. Prostrate trunks 
often carried it in a circuitous course, and often was it obstruct- 
ed by the matted trellis of the muscadine, whose gnarled limbs 
stretched from tree to tree like the great stay-cables of a ship. 
The scene was somewhat gloomy, yet grand and impressive. 
. It chimed with my feelings at the moment; and soothed me even 
more than the airy open of the pine-woods. 

Having crossed this belt of dark forest, near its opposite edge 
we came upon one of these singular ponds already described — a 
circular basin surrounded by hillocks and rocks of testaceous 
formation — an extinct water volcano. In the barbarous jargon 
of the Saxon settler, these are termed sinks, though most inap- 
propriately, for where they contain water, it is always of crys- 
talline brightness and purity. 

The one at which we had arrived was nearly full of the cleai 
liquid. Our horses wanted drink — so did we. It was the hottest 
hour of the day. The woods beyond looked thinner and less 
shady. It was just the time and place to make a halt ; and, 
dismounting, we prepared to rest aud refresh ourselves. 

Jake carried a capacious haversack, whose distended sides — 
with the necks of a couple ; of bottles protruding from the pouch 
— gave proof of the tender Solicitude we had left behind us. 

The ride had given me an appetite, the heat had caused thirst; 
but the contents of the haversack soon satisfied the one, and a 
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cap of claret, mingled with water from the cool calcareous foun- 
tain, gave luxurious relief to the other. 

A cigar was the natural finish to this aX fresco repast ; and, 
having lighted one, I lay down upon my back, canopied by the 
spreading branches of an umbrageous magnolia. 

I watched the blue smoke as it curled upward among the 
shining leaves, causing the tiny insects to flutter away from their 
perch. 

My emotions grew still — thought became lull within my bosom 
— the powerful odour from the coral cones and large wax-like 
blossoms added its narcotic influences ; and 1 fell asleep. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

A STRANGE APPARITION. 

I had been but a few minutes in this state of unconsciousness, 
when I was awakened by a plunge, as of some one leaping into 
the pond. I was not startled sufficiently to look around, or 
even to open my eyes. 

" Jake is having a dip," thought I ; " an excellent idea — I 
shall take one myself presently." 

It was a wrong conjecture. The black had not leaped into 
the water, but was still upon the bank near me, where he also 
had been asleep. Like myself, awakened by the noise, he had 
started to his feet ; and I heard his voice, crying out : 

" Lor, Massr George ! lookee dar 1 — ain't he a big un f 
Whugh !" 

I raised my head and looked towards the pond. It was not 
Jake who was causing the commotion in the water — it was a 
large alligator. 
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It had approached close to the bank where we were lying ; and, 
balanced npon its broad breast, with muscular arms and webbed 
feet spread to their fall extent, it was resting upon the water, 
and eyeing us with evident curiosity. With head erect above 
the surface, and tail stiffly "cocked" upward, it presented a 
comic, yet hideous aspect. 

" Bring me my rifle, Jake \" I said, in a half whisper. " Tread 
gently, and don't alarm it I" 

Jake stole off to fetch the gun ; but the reptile appeared to 
comprehend our intentions — for, before I could lay hands upon 
the weapon, it revolved suddenly on the water, shot off with the 
velocity of an arrow, and dived into the dark recesses of the 
pool. 

Rifle in hand, I waited for some time for its re-appearance ; 
but it did not again come to the surface. Likely enough, it had 
been shot at before, or otherwise attacked ; and now recognized 
in the upright form a dangerous enemy. The proximity of the 
pond to a frequented road rendered probable the supposition. 

Neither my companion nor I would have thought more about 
it, but for the similarity of the scene to one well known to us. In 
truth, the resemblance was remarkable — the pond, the rocks, 
the trees that grew around, all bore a likeness to those with 
which our eyes were familiar. Even the reptile we had just seen 
— in form, in size, in fierce ugly aspect — appeared the exact 
counterpart to that one whose story was now a legend of the 
plantation. 

The wild scenes of that day were recalled ; the details start- 
ing fresh into our recollection, as if they had been things of yes- 
terday — the luring of the amphibious monster*— the perilous en- 
counter in the tank — the chase — the capture — the trial and fiery 
sentence— the escape — the long lingering pursuit across the lake, 
and the abrupt awful ending — all were remembered at the mo- 
ment with vivid distinctness. I could almost fancy I heard that 
cry of agony — that half-drowned ejaculation, uttered by the vic- 

6 
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tim as he sank below the surface of the water. They were not 
pleasant memories either to my companion or myself, and we 
soon ceased to discourse of them. 

As if to bring more agreeable reflections, the cheerful " gobble " 
of a wild turkey at that moment sounded in our ears ; and Jake 
asked my permission to go in search of the game. No objection 
being made, he took up the rifle, and left me. 

I re-lit my " havanna " — stretched myself as before along the 
soft sward, watched the circling eddies of the purple smoke, in- 
haled the narcotic fragrance of the flowers, and once more fell 



This time I dreamed, and my dreams appeared to be only the 
continuation of the thoughts that had been so recently in my 
mind. Tbey were visions of that eventful day ; and once more 
its events passed in review before me, just as they had occurred. 

In one thing, however, my dream differed from the reality. I 
dreamt that I saw the mulatto rising back to the surface of the 
water, and climbing out upon the shore of the island. I dreamt 
that he had escaped unscathed, unhurt — that he had returned to 
revenge himself — that by some means he had got me in his 
power, and was about to kill me ! 

At this crisis in my dream, I was again suddenly awakened — 
this tipae not by the plashing of water, but by the sharp " spang " 
of a rifle that had been fired near. 

" Jake has found the turkeys," thought I. " I hope he has 
taken good aim. I should like to carry one to the fort. It 
might be welcome at the mess-table, since I hear that the larder 
is not overstocked. Jake is a good shot, and not likely to miss. 
IF 

My reflections were suddenly interrupted by .second report, 
which, from its sharp detonation, I knew to be also that of a 
rifle. 

" My God ! what can it mean ? Jake has but one gun, and 
but one barrel — he cannot have reloaded since ? he has not had 
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time. Was the first only a fancy of my dream ? Sorely I heard 
a report f surely it was that which awoke me ? There were 
two shots — I could not be mistaken." 

In surprise, I sprang to my feet. I was alarmed as well. I 
was alarmed for the safety of my companion. Certainly I had 
heard two reports. Two rifles must have been fired, and by two 
men. Jake may have been one, but who was the other ? We 
were upon dangerous ground. Was it an enemy ? 

I shouted out, calling the black by name. 

I was relieved on hearing his voice. I heard it at some 
distance off in the woods ; but I drew fresh alarm from it as I 
listened. It was uttered, not in reply to my call, but in accents 
of terror. 

Mystified, as well as alarmed, I seized my pistols, and ran 
forward to meet him. I could tell that he was coming towards 
me, and was near ; but under the dark shadow of the trees his 
black body was not yet visible. He still continued to cry out, 
and I could now distinguish what he was saying. 

" Gorramighty t gorramighty !" he exclaimed in a tone of 
extreme terror. " Lor ! Massa George, are you hurt V 9 

" Hurt ! what the deuce should hurt me V 9 

But for the two reports, I should have fancied that he had 
fired the rifle in my direction, and was under the impression he 
might have hit me. 

" You are not shot ? Gorramighty be thank you are not shot, 
Massr George." 

" Why, Jake, what does it all mean V 9 

At this moment he emerged from the heavy timber, and in 
the open ground I had a clear view of him. 

His aspect did not relieve me from the apprehension that some- 
thing strange had occurred. 

He was the very picture of terror, as exhibited in a negro. 
His eyes were rolling in their sockets — the whites oftener visible 
than either pupil or iris. His lips were white and bloodless ; 
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the black skin upon his face was blanched to an ashy paleness ; 
and his teeth chattered as he spoke. His attitudes and gestures 
confirmed my belief that he was in a state of extreme terror. 

As soon as he saw me, he ran hnrriedlj up, and grasped mo 
by the arm — at the same time casting fearful glances in the 
direction whence he had come, as if some dread danger was 
behind him ! 

I knew that under ordinary circumstances Jake was no 
coward — Quite the contrary. There must have been peril then 
— what was it ? 

I looked back ; but in the dark depths of the forest shade, I 
could distinguish no other object than the brown trunks of the 
trees. 

I again appealed to him for an explanation. 

" Lor 1 it wa — wa — war kirn ; Pse sure it war hm.* 

" Him ? who V 

" Massr George ; you — you — you shure you not hurt. He 
fire at you. I see him t — t — t — take aim; I fire at him — I 
fire after ; I mi — mi — miss ; he run away — way — way." 

" Who fired ? who ran away ?" 

" Gor 1 it wa — wa — war him ; him or him go — go — ghost.' 1 

" For heaven's sake, explain ! what him ? what ghost ? 
Was it the devil you have seen ?" 

" Troof, Massr George ; dat am the troof. It wa — wa — war 
de debbel I see ; it war YdF Jake? 

"Yellow Jake r 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

WHO FIRED THE SHOT? 

" Yellow Jake?* I repeated in the usual style of involuntary 
interrogative — of course without the slightest faith in my com* 
panion's statement. " Saw Yellow Jake, you say ?" 

" Yes, Massr George/' replied the groom, getting a little over 
his fright : " sure as the sun, I see 'im — eytha 'im or 'im ghost." 

" Oh, nonsense ! there are no ghosts : your eyes deceived you 
under the shadow of a tree. It must have been an illusion." 

" By Gor ! Massr George," rejoined the black with emphatic 
earnestness, " I swar I see 'im — 'twant no daloosyun, I see — 
'twar eytha Yell' Jake or 'im ghost." 

" Impossible !" 

"Den, massr, eft be unpossible, it am de troof. Sure as da 
gospel, I see Yell' Jake ; he fire at you from ahind tha gum 
tree. Den I fire at 'im. Sure, Massr George, you hear boaf de 
two shot ?" 

" True ; I heard two shots, or fancied I did." 

" Gollys ! massr, da wa'nt no fancy 'bout 'em. Whugh. ! no 
— da dam raskel he fire, sure. Lookee da, Massr George! 
What I say ? Lookee da !" 

We had been advancing towards the pond, and were dow 
close to the magnolia under whose shade I had slept. I observed 
Jake in a stooping attitude under the tree, and pointing to its 
trunk. I looked in the direction indicated. Low down, on the 
smooth bark, I saw the score of a bullet. It had creased the 
tree, and passed onward. The wound was green and fresh, the 
sap still flowing. Beyond doubt, I had been fired at by some 
one, and missed only by an inch. The leaden missile must have 
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passed close to my head where it rested upon the valise— close 
to my ears, too, for I now remembered that almost simultane- 
ously with the first report, I had heard the "wheep" of a 
bullet. 

" Now, yoa b'lieve umj Massr George V interposed the black, 
with an air of confident interrogation. " Now yoa b'lieve dat 
dis chile see no daloosyun V 9 

" Certainly I believe that I have been shot at by some 
one " 

" Yell' Jake, Massr George ! YelP Jake, by Gor 1" earnestly 
asseverated my companion. " I seed da yaller raskel plain's I 
see dat log afore me." 

" Yellow skin or red skin, we can't shift our quarters too 
soon. Give me the rifle : I shall keep watch while you are sad- 
dling. Haste, and let us be gone !" 

I speedily reloaded the piece ; and placing myself behind the 
trunk of a tree, turned my eyes in that direction whence the shot 
must have come. The black brought the horses to the rear of 
my position, and proceeded with all despatch to saddle them, 
and buckle on our impedimenta. 

I need not say that I watched with anxiety — with fear. Such 
a deadly attempt proved that a deadly enemy was near, whoever 
he might be. The supposition that it was Yellow Jake was too 
preposterous, I of course, ridiculed the idea. I had been an 
eye-witness of his certain and awful doom ; and it would have 
required stronger testimony than even the solemn declaration of 
my companion, to have given me faith either in a ghost or a resur- 
rection. I had been fired at — that fact could not be questioned 
— and by some one, whom my follower — under the uncertain 
light of the gloomy forest, and blinded by his fears — had taken 
for Yellow Jake. Of course this was a fancy — a mistake as to 
the personal identity of our unknown enemy. There could be 
no other explanation. 

Ha ! why was I at that moment dreaming of him — of the 
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mulatto ? And why such a dream ? If I were to believe the 
statement of the black, it was the very realization of that 
unpleasant vision that had jost passed before me in my sleep. 

A cold shuddering came over me — my blood grew chill within 
my veins — my flesh crawled, as I thought over this most singular 
coincidence. There was something awful in it — something so 
damnably probable, that I began to think there was truth in the 
solemn allegation of the black ; and the more I pondered upon 
it, the less power felt I to impeach his veracity. 

Why should an Indian, thus unprovoked, have singled me out 
for his deadly aim ? True, there was hostility between red and 
white, but not war. Surely it had not yet come to this ? The 
council of chiefs had not met — the meeting was fixed for the 
following day ; and, until its result should be known, it was not 
likely that hostilities would be practised on either side. Such 
would materially influence the determinations of the projected 
assembly. The Indians were as much interested in keeping the 
peace as their white adversaries — ay, far more indeed — and they 
could not help knowing that an ill-timed demonstration of this 
kind would be to their disadvantage — just the very pretext 
which the " removal " party would have wished for. 

Could it, then, have been an Indian who aimed at my life ? 
And if not, who in the world besides had a motive for killing me ? 
I could think of no one whom I had offended — at least no one 
that I had provoked to such deadly retribution. 

The drunken drovers came into my mind. Little would they 
care for treaties or the result of the council. A horse, a saddle, 
a gun, a trinket, would weigh more in their eyes than the safety 
of their whole tribe. Both were evidently true bandits — for 
there are robbers among red skins as well as white ones. 

But no ; it could not have been they ? They had not seen 
us as we passed, or, even if they had, they could hardly have 
been upon the ground so soon ? Wo had ridden briskly, after 
leaving them ; and they were afoot. 
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Spence and Williams were mounted ; and from what Jake had 
told me as we rode along in regard to the past history of these 
two " rowdies," I could believe them capable of anything — even 
of that. 

Bat it was scarcely probable either ; they had not seen us : 
and besides they had their hands full. 

Ha I I guessed it At last ; at all events I had hit upon the 
most probable conjecture. The villain was some runaway from 
the settlements, some absconding slave — perhaps ill-treated — wha 
had sworn eternal hostility to the whites ; and who was thus 
wreaking his vengeance on the first who had crossed his path. 
A mulatto, no doubt ; and maybe bearing some resemblance to 
Yellow Jake — for there is a general similarity among men of 
yellow complexion, as among blacks. 

This would explain the delusion under which my companion 
was labouring 1 at all events, it rendered his mistake more natu- 
ral ; and with this supposition, whether true or false, I was 
forced to content myself. 

Jake had now got everything in readiness ; and, without stay- 
ing to seek any further solution of the mystery we leaped to 
our saddles, and galloped away from the ground. 

We rode for some time with the " beard on the shoulder f 
and, as our path now lay through thin woods, we could see for 
a long distance behind us. 

No enemy, white or black, red or yellow, made his appear- 
ance, either on our front, flank, or rear. We encountered not a 
living creature till we rode up to the stockade of Fort King ;* 
which we entered just as the sun was sinking behind the dark 
line of the forest horizon. 

* Called after a distinguished officer In the American army. Bach Is the fashion In 
naming the frontier posts. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



A FRONTIER FORT. 



The word "fort" calls up before the niind a massive struc- 
ture, with angles and embrasures, bastions and battlements, 
curtains, casemates,* and glacis — a place of great strength, for 
this is its essential signification. Such structures have the Span- 
iards raised in Florida as elsewhere — some of which* are still 
standing, while others, even in their ruins, bear witness to the 
grandeur and glory that enveloped them at that time, when the 
leopard flag waved proudly above their walls. 

There is a remarkable dissimilarity between the colonial archi- 
tecture of Spain and that of other European nations. In 
America the Spaniards built without regard to pains or expense, 
as if they believed that their tenure would be eternal. Even in 
Florida, they could have no idea their lease would be so short — 
no forecast of so early an ejectment. 

After all, these great fortresses served them a purpose. 
Bot for their protection, the dark Tamassee, and, after him, the 
conquering Seminole, would have driven them from the flowery 
peninsula long before the period of their actual rendition. 

The United States has its great stone fortresses ; but far dif- 
ferent from these are the " forts" of frontier phraseology, which 
figure in the story of border wars, and which, at this hour, 
gird the territory of the United States as with a gigantic chain. 
In these are no grand battlements of cut rock, no costly case- 
mates, no idle ornaments of engineering. They are rude erec- 

• Forte Pbcolata on the Si. Johns, Fori San Augustine, and others, ai Pensacola, St. 
Marks, and elsewhere. 

6* 
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tioDS of hewn logs, of temporary intent, put up at little expense, 
to be abandoned with as little loss — ready to follow the ever- 
flitting frontier in its rapid recession. 

Snch structures are admirably adapted to the purpose which 
they are required to serve. They are types of the utilitariaii 
spirit of a republican government, not permitted to squander 
national wealth on such costly toys as Thames Tunnels and Bri- 
tannia Bridges, at the expense of an overtaxed people. To for- 
tify against an Indian enemy, proceed as follows : 

Obtain a few hundred trees ; cut them into lengths of eight- 
een feet ; split them up the middle ; set them in a quadrangle, 
side by side, flat faces inward ; batten them together ; point 
them at the tops ; loophole eight feet from the ground ; place 
a staging under the loopholes ; dig a ditch outside ; build a pair 
of bastions at alternate corners, in which plant your cannon ; 
hang a strong gate and you have a " frontier fort." 

It may be a triangle, a quadrangle, or any other polygon best 
suited to the ground. 

You need quarters for your troops and stores. Build strong 
block houses within the enclosure — some at the angles, if you 
please ; loophole them also — against the contingency of the 
stockade being carried ; and, this done, your fort is finished. 

Pine trees serve well. Their tall, branchless stems are readily 
cut and split to the proper lengths ; but in Florida is found a 
timber still better for the purpose — in the trunk of the " cabbage 
palm."* These, from the peculiarity of their endogenous tex- 
ture, are less liable to be shattered by shot, and the bullet 
buries itself harmlessly in the wood. Of such materials was 
Fort King. 

Fancy, then, such a stockade fort. People it with a few hun- 
dred soldiers — some in jacket uniforms of faded sky-colour, with 
white facings, sadly dimmed with dirt (the infantry) ; some in 
darker blue, bestriped with red (artillery) ; a few adorned 

• CAamwropt palmetto. 
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with the more showy yellow (the dragoons) $ and still another 
few in the sombre green of the rifles. Fancy these men loung- 
ing about or standing in groups, in slouched attitudes, and 
slouchingly attired — a few of tidier aspect, with pipe-clayed 
belts and bayonets by their sides, on sentry, or forming the 
daily guard — some half-score of slattern women, their laun- 
dress-wives, mingling with a like number of brown skinned 
squaws — a sprinkling of squalling brats — here and there an 
officer hurrying along, distinguished by his dark-blue undress 
frock* — half-a-dozen gentlemen in civilian garb — visitors, or 
non-military attaches of the fort — a score less gentle-looking — 
sutlers, beef-contractors, drovers, butchers, guides, hunters, gam- 
blers, and idlers — some negro servants and friendly Indians — 
perhaps the pompous commissioner himself — fancy all these be- 
fore you, with the star-sprangled flag waving above your head, 
and you have the coup (Peril that presented itself as I rode into 
the gateway of Fort King. 

********** 

Of late not much used to the saddle, the ride had fatigued 
me. I heard the reveille, but not yet being ordered on duty, I 
disregarded the call, and kept my bed till a later hour. 

The notes of a bugle bursting through the open window, and 
the quick rolling of drums, once more awoke me. I recognised 
the parade music, and sprang from my couch. Jake at this 
moment entered to assist me in my toilet. 

" Golly, Massr George !" he exclaimed, pointing out by the 
window ; " lookee dar ! darts tha whole Indy-en ob tha Semi- 
nole nayshun — ebbery red skin dar be in ole Floridy. Whugh 1" 

I looked forth. The scene was picturesque and impressive. 
Inside the stockade, soldiers were hurrying to and fro — the 
different companies forming for parade. They were no longer, 
as on the evening before, slouched and loosely attired ; but, 

• An American officer to rarely to be seen in full uniform— still more rarely when on 
campaigning sarrlce, ai in Florida. 
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with jackets close buttoned, caps jauntily cocked, belts pipe, 
clayed to a snowy whiteness, guns, bayonets, and buttons gleam- 
ing under the sunlight, they presented a fine military aspect. 
Officers were moving among them, distinguished by their more 
splendid uniforms and shining epaulets ; and a little apart stood 
the general himself, surrounded by his staff, conspicuous under 
large black chapeaus with nodding plumes of cock's feathers, 
white and scarlet Alongside the general was the commissioner 
— himself a general — in full government uniform. 

This grand display was intended for effect on the minds of 
the Indians. 

There were several well-dressed civilians within the enclosure, 
planters from the neighbourhood, among whom I recognized the 
Binggolds. 

So far the impressive. The picturesque lay beyond the 
stockade. 

On the level plain that stretched to a distance of several 
hundred yards in front, were groups of tall Indian warriors, at- 
tired in their savage finery — turbaned, painted, and plumed. 
No two were dressed exactly alike, and yet there was a similar- 
ity in the style of all. Some wore hunting-shirts of buckskin, 
with leggings and moccasins of like material — all profusely 
fringed, beaded, and tasselled ; others were clad in tunics of 
printed cotton stuff, checked or flowered, with leggings of cloth, 
blue, green, or scarlet, reaching from hip to ankle, and girt be- 
low the knee with bead-embroidered gaiters, whose tagged and 
tasselled ends hung down the outside of the leg. The gorgeous 
wampum belt encircled their waists, behind which were stuck 
their long knives, tomahawks, and, in some instances, pistols, 
glittering with a rich inlay of silver— relics left them by the 
Spaniards. Some, instead of the Indian wampum, encircled 
their waists with the Spanish scarf of scarlet silk, its fringed 
extremities hanging square with the skirt of the tunic, adding 
gracefulness to the garment. A picturesque head-dress was not 
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wanting to complete the striking costume ; and in this the vari- 
ety was still greater. Some wore the beautiful coronet of 
plumes — the feathers stained to a variety of brilliant hues ; 
some the u toque n of checked " bandanna f while others wore 
shako-like caps of fur— of the black squirrel, the bay lynx, or 
raccoon — the face of the animal often' fantastically set to the 
front. The heads of many were covered with broad fillets of 
embroidered wampum, out of which stood the wing plumes of 
the king vulture, or the gossamer feathers of the sand-hill crane. 
A few were still further distinguished by the nodding plumes of 
the great bird of Afric. 

All carried guns — the long rifle of the backwoods hunter, 
with boms and pouches slung from their shoulders. Neither 
bow nor arrow was to be seen, except in the hands of the 
youth — many of whom were upon the ground, mingling with the 
warriors. 

Further off, I could see tents, where the Indians had pitched 
their camp. They were not together, but scattered along the 
edge of the wood, here and there, in clusters, with banners float- 
ing in front — denoting the different clans or sub-tribes to which 
each belonged. 

Women in their long frocks could be seen moving among the 
tents, and little dark skinned " papooses" were playing over the 
grassy sward in front of them. 

When I first saw them, the warriors were assembling in front 
of the stockade. Some bad already arrived, and stood in little 
crowds, conversing, while others strode over the ground, passing 
from group to group, as if bearing words of council from one to 
the other. 

I could not help observing the upright carriage of these mag- 
nificent men. I could not help admiring their full, free port, and 
contrasting it with the gingerly step of the drilled soldier ! No 
eye could have looked upon them without acknowledging this 
superiority of the savage. 
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As I glanced along the line of Saxon and Celtic soldiery — 
starched and stiff as they stood, shoulder to shoulder, and heel 
to heel — and then looked npon the plumed warriors without, as 
they proudly strode over the sward of their native soil, I could 
not help the reflection, that to conquer these men we must needs 
outnumber them ! 

I should have been laughed at had I given expression to the 
thought. It was contrary to all experience — contrary to the 
burden of many a boasting legend of the borders. The Indian 
had always succumbed ; but was it to the superior strength and 
courage of his white antagonist ? No : the inequality lay in 
numbers — oftener in arms. This was the secret of our superior- 
ity. What could avail the wet bowstring and ill-aimed shaft 
against the death-dealing bullet of the rifle ? 

There was no inequality now. Those hunter warriors carried 
the fire-weapon, and could handle it as skillfully as we. 

The Indians now formed into a half-circle in front of the fort. 
The chiefs, having aligned themselves so as to form the concave 
side of the curve, sat down upon the grass. Behind them the 
sub-chiefs and more noted warriors took their places, and still 
further back, in rank after rank, stood the common men of the 
tribes. Even the women and boys drew near, clustering thickly 
behind, and regarding the movements of the men with quiet but 
eager interest. 

Contrary to their usual habits, they were grave and silent. 
It is not their character to be so ; for the Seminole is as free of 
speech and laughter as the clown of the circus ring ; even the 
light-hearted negro scarcely equals him in jovialty. 

It was not so now, but the very reverse. Chiefs, warriors and 
women — even the boys who had just forsaken their play — all 
wore an aspect of solemnity. 

No wonder. That was no ordinary assemblage — no meeting 
upon a trivial matter — but a council at which was to be decided 
one of the dearest interests of their lives — a council whose de- 
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cree might part them forever from their native land. No wonder 
they did not exhibit their habitual gaiety. 

It is not correct to say that all looked grave. In that semi- 
circle of chiefs were men of opposite views. There were those 
who wished for the removal — who had private reasons to desire 
it — men bribed, suborned, or tampered with — traitors to their 
tribe and nation. 

These were neither weak nor few* Some of the most power- 
ful chiefs had been bought over, and had agreed to sell the 
rights of their people. Their treason was known or suspected, 
and this it was that was causing the anxiety of the others. Had 
it been otherwise — had there been no division in the ranks — the 
patriot party might easily have obtained a triumphant decision ; 
but they feared the defection of traitors. 

The band had struck up a march — the troops were in motion, 
and filing through the gate. 

Hurrying on my uniform, I hastened out ; and took my place 
among the staff of the general. 

A few minutes after we were on the ground, face to face with 
the assembled chiefs. 

The troops formed in line, the general taking his stand in 
front of the colors, with the commissioner by his side. Behind 
these were grouped the officers of the staff with clerks, interpre- 
ters, and some civilians of note — the Ringgolds, and others — 
who by courtesy were to take part in the proceedings. 

Hands were shaken between the officers and chiefs ; the 
friendly calumet was passed round ; and the council at length 
inaugurated. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE COUNCIL. 

Fibst came the speech of the commissioner. 

It is too voluminous to be given in detail. Its chief points 
were, an appeal to the Indians to conform peaceably to the 
terms of the Oclawaha treaty — to yield up their lands in Flor- 
ida — to move to the west — to the country assigned them upon 
the White River of Arkansas — in short, to accept all the terms 
which the government had commissioned him to require. 

He took pains to specify the advantages which would accrue 
from the removal He painted the new home as a perfect para- 
dise — prairies covered with game, elk, antelopes, and buffalo — 
rivers teeming with fish — crystal waters and unclouded skies. 
Could he have found credence for his words, the Seminole might 
have fancied that the happy hunting grounds of his fancied hear 
ven existed in reality upon the earth. 

On the other hand, he pointed out to the Indians the conse- 
quences of their non-compliance. White men would be settling 
thickly along their borders. Bad white men would enter upon 
their lands ; there would be strife and the spilling of blood ; the 
red man would be tried in the court of the white man, where, 
according to law, his oath would be of no avail ; and therefore 
he must suffer injustice ! 

Such were in reality the sentiments of Mr. Commissioner Wi- 
ley Thompson,* uttered in the council of Fort King, in April, 
1835. I shall give them in his own words ; they are worthy of 

* Historically true. 
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record, as a specimen of fair dialing between white and red. 
Thus spoke he : 

" Suppose — what is, however impossible — that you could be 
permitted to remain here for a few years longer, what would be 
your conditiou ? This land will soon be surveyed, sold to, and 
settled by the whites. Thexz is now a surveyor in the country. 
The jurisdiction of the government will soon be extended over 
you. Your laws will be set aside— your chiefs will cease to be 
chiefs. Claims for debt and for your negroes would be set up 
against you by bad white men ; or you would perhaps be 
charged with crimes affecting life. You would be haled before 
the white man's court. The claims and charges would be de- 
cided by the white man's law. White men would be witnesses 
against you. Indians would not be permitted to give evidence. 
Your condition in a few years would be hopeless wretchedness. 
You would be reduced to abject poverty, and when urged by 
hunger to ask — perhaps from the man who had thus ruined you 
— for a crust of bread, you might be called an Indian dog, and 
spurned from his presence. For this reason it is that your 
' Great Father (!)' wishes to remove you to the west — to save 
you from all these evils. ,, 

And this language in the face of a former treaty — that of 
Camp Moultrie — which guaranteed to the Seminoles their right 
to remain in Florida, and the third article of which runs thus : 

11 The United States will take the Florida Indians under their 
care and patronage ; and will afford them protection against all 
persons whatsoever" 

O tempora, O mores ! 

The speech was a mixture of sophistry and implied menace — 
now uttered in the tones of a petitioner, anon assuming the bold 
air of the bully. It was by no means clever — both characters 
being overdone. 

The commissioner felt no positive hostility towards the Semi- 
noles. He was indignant only with those chiefs who had al- 
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ready raised opposition to his designs, and one, in particular, 
he hated ; bat the principal animus by which he was inspired, 
was a desire to do the work for which he had been delegated — 
an ambition to carry out the wish of his government and 
nation and thus gain for himself credit and glory. At this 
shrine he was ready — as most officials are — to sacrifice his per- 
sonal independence of thought, with every principle of morality 
and honour. What matters the cause so long as it is the king's ? 
Make it "congress" instead of "king's" and you have the 
motto of our Indian agent. 

Shallow as was the speech, it was not without its effects. The 
weak and wavering were influenced by it. The flattering sketch 
of their new home, with the contrasted awful picture of what 
might be their future condition, affected the minds of many. 
During that spring the Seminoles had planted but little corn. 
The summons of war had been sounding in their ears ; and they 
had neglected seed time : there would be no harvest — no maize, 
nor rice, nor yams. Already were they suffering from their im- 
providence. Even then were they collecting the roots of the 
China briar, 41 and the acorns of the live-oak. How much worse 
would be their condition in the winter ? 

It is not to be wondered at that they gave way to apprehen- 
sion ; and I noticed many whose countenances bore an expres- 
sion of awe. Even the patriot chiefs appeared to evince some 
apprehension for the result. 

They were not dismayed, however. After a short interval, 
Hoitle-mattee, one of the strongest opponents of the removal, 
rose to reply. There is no order of precedence in* such matters. 
The tribes have their acknowledged orators, who are usually 
permitted to express the sentiments of the rest. The head chief 
was present, seated in the middle of the riug, with a British 
crown upon his head — a relic of the American Revolution. But 

• SmUax peeudo- China. From Its roote tho Seminoles make the con/t, a specie! of jeUjr 
—a sweet and nourishing food. 
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11 Onopa n was no orator, and waved his right to reply in favour 
TToitle-mattee — his son-in-law. 

Tho latter had the doable reputation of being a wise council- 
lor and brave warrior ; he was, furthermore, one of the most 
eloquent speakers in the nation. He was the " prime-minister " 
of Onopa, and, to cany the comparison into classic times, he 
might be styled the Ulysses of his people. He was a tall, spare 
man, of dark complexion, sharp aquiline features, and somewhat 
sinister aspect. He was not of the Seminole race, but, as he 
stated himself, a descendant of one of the ancient tribes who peo- 
pled Florida in the days of the early Spaniards. Perhaps he 
was a Yamassee, and his dark skin would favour this supposition. 

His powers of oratory may be gathered from his speech : 

" At the treaty of Moultrie, it was engaged that we should 
rest in peace upon the land allotted to us for twenty years. All 
difficulties were buried, and we were assured that if we died, it 
should not be by the violence of the white man, but in the course 
of nature. The lightning should not rive and blast the tree, but 
the cold of old age should dry up the sap, and the leaves should 
wither and fall, and the branches drop, and the trunk decay and 
die. 

41 The deputation stipulated at the talk on the Oclawaha to be 
sent -on the part of the nation, was only authorized to examine 
the country to which it was proposed to remove us, and bring 
back its report to the nation. We went according to agreement, 
and saw the land. It is no doubt good land, and the fruit of 
the soil may smell sweet, and taste well, and be healthy, but it 
is surrounded with bad and hostile neighbours, and the fruit of 
bad neighbourhood is blood that spoils the land, and fire that 
dries up the brook. Even of the horses we carried with us, 
some were stolen by the Pawnees, and the riders obliged to carry 
their packs on their backs. You would send us among bad 
Indians, with whom we could never be at rest. 

" When we saw the land, we said nothing ; but the agents 
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of the United States made as sign onr hands to a paper which 
you say signified our consent to remove, but we considered we did - 
no more than say we liked the land, and when we returned, the 
nation would decide. We had no authority to do more. 

" Your talk is a good one, but my people cannot say they 
will go. The people differ in their opinions, and must be in- 
dulged with time to reflect. They cannot consent now ; they 
are not willing to go. If their tongues say yes, their hearts cry 
no, and call them liars. We are not hungry for other lands — 
why should we go and hunt for them ? We like our own land, 
we are happy here. If suddenly we tear our hearts from the 
homes round which they are twined, our heart-strings will snap. 
We cannot consent to go — we will not go P y 

A chief of the removal party spoke next. He was " Omatla," 
one of the most powerful of the tribe, and suspected of an " al- 
liance " with the agent. His speech was of a pacific character, 
recommending his red-brothers not to make any difficulty, but act 
as honourable men, and comply with the treaty of the Oclawaha. 

It was evident this chief spoke under restraint. He feared to 
show too openly his partiality for the plans of the commisioner, 
dreading the vengeance of the patriot warriors. These frowned 
upon him as he stood up, and he was frequently interrupted by 
Arpiucki, Coa Hajo, and others. 

A bolder speech, expressing similar views, was delivered by 
Lusta Hajo (the Black Clay). He added little to the argument ; 
but by his superior daring, restored the confidence of the traitor- 
ous party and the equanimity of the commissioner, who was be- 
ginning to exhibit signs of impatience and excitement. 

" Holata Mico " next rose on the opposite side— a mild and 
gentlemanly Indian, and one of the most regarded of the chiefs. 
He was in ill health, as his appearance indicated ; and in conse- 
quence of this, his speech was of a more pacific character than it 
might otherwise have been ; for he was well known to be a firm 
opponent of the remoyaL 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE COUNCIL. 141 

" We come to deliyer oar talk to-day. We are all made by 
the same Great Father ; and are all alike his children. We 
all came from the same mother ; and were suckled at the same 
breast. Therefore, we are brothers ; and, as brothers, should 
not quarrel, and let our blood rise up against each other. 
If the blood of one of us, by each other's blow, should fall upon 
the earth, it would stain it, and cry aloud for vengeance from 
the land wherever it had sunk, and call down the frown and the 
thunder of the Great Spirit. I am not well. Let others who 
are stronger speak, and declare their minds." 

Several chiefs rose successively and delivered their opinions. 
Those for removal followed the strain of Omatla and the Black 
Clay. They were " Obala " (the big warrior), the brothers 
Itolasse and Charles Omatla, and a few others of less note. 

In opposition to those, spoke the patriots " Acola," " Yaha 
Hajo" (mad wolf), "Echa Matta" (the water-serpent), "'Pos- 
halla" ("the dwarf), and the negro " Abram." The last was an 
old " refugee," from Pensacola ; but now chief of the blacks 
living with the Micosauc * tribe, and one of the counsellors of 
Onopa, over whom he held supreme influence. He spoke Eng- 
lish fluently ; and at the council — as also that of the Oclawaha 
— he was the principal interpreter on the part of the Indians. 
He was a pure negro, with the thick lips, prominent cheek-bones, 
and other physical peculiarities of his race. He was brave, cool, 
and sagacious ; and though only an adopted chief, he proved to 
the last the true friend of the people who had honored him by 
their confidence. His speech was brief and moderate ; never- 
theless it evinced a firm determination to resist the will of the 
agent. 

As yet, the " king " had not declared himself, and to him the 
commissioner now appealed. Onopa was a large, stout man, 

* The Mlcoeaac (MHcoaankee) or tribe of the " redfUek," "*• the largeit and mort war- 
tike of the nation. It was under the immediate government of the head chief Onopa— 
moally called M Mlconopa." • 
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of somewhat dull aspect, bnt not without a considerable expres- 
sion of dignity. He was not a man of great intellect, nor yet 
an orator ; and although the head " mico " of the nation, his 
influence with the warriors was not equal to that of several 
chiefs of inferior rank. His decision, therefore, would by no 
means be regarded as definitive, or binding upon the others ; 
but being nominally " mico-mico, ,, or chief-chief, and actually 
head of the largest clan — the Micosaucs — his vote would be 
likely to turn the scale, one way or the other. If he declared 
for the removal, the patriots might despair. 

There was an interval of breathless silence. The eyes of the 
whole assemblage, of both red men and white men, rested upon 
the king. There were only a few who were in the secret of 
his sentiments ; and how he would decide, was to most of those 
present a matter of uncertainty. Hence the anxiety with which 
they awaited his words. 

At this crisis, a movement was observed among the people 
who stood behind the king. They were making way for some 
one who was passing through their midst. It was evidently one 
of authority, for the crowd readily yielded him passage. 

The moment after, he appeared in front — a young warrior, 
proudly caparisoned, and of noble aspect. He wore the insignia 
of a chief ; but it needed not this to tell that he was one ; there 
was that in his look and bearing which at once pronounced him 
a leader of men. 

His dress was rich, without being frivolous or gay. His tu- 
nic, embraced by the bright wampum sash, hung well and grace- 
fully ; and the close-fitting leggings of scarlet cloth displayed 
the perfect sweep of his limbs. His form was a model of 
strength — terse, well-knit, symmetrical. His head was turbaned 
with a shawl of brilliant hues ; and from the front rose three 
black ostrich plumes, that drooped backward over the crown till 
their tips almost touched his shoulders. Various ornaments 
were suspended from his neck ; but one upon his breast was 
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conspicuous. It was a circular plate of gold, with lines radi- 
ating from a common centre. It was a representation of the 
rising sun. 

His face was stained of a uniform vermilion red : but despite 
the levelling effect of the dye, the lineaments of noble features 
could be traced. A well-formed mouth and chin, thin lips, a 
jawbone expressive of firmness, a nose slightly aquiline, a high, 
broad forehead, with eyes that, like the eagle's, seemed strong 
euough to gaze against the sun. 

The appearance of this remarkable man produced an electric 
effect upon all present. It was similar to that exhibited by the 
audience in a theatre on the entrie of the great tragedian for 
-whom they have been waiting. 

Not from the behaviour of the young chief himself— withal 
right modest — but from the action of the others, I perceived 
that he was in reality the hero of the hour. The dramatis per- 
sona, who had already performed their parts, were evidently but 
secondary characters ; and this was the man for whom all had 
been waiting. 

There followed a movement — a murmur of voices — an excited 
tremor among the crowd — and then, simultaneously, as if from 
one throat, was shouted the name, " Osceola !" 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE RISING 8UN. 

Yes, it was Osceola, " the Rising Sun "*— he whose fame had 
already reached to the furthest corner of the land — whose name 
had excited such an interest among the cadets at college — out- 
side the college — in the streets — in the fashionable drawing- 
room — everywhere ; he it was who had thus unexpectedly shown 
himself in the circle of chiefs. 

A word about this extraordinary young man. 

Suddenly emerging from the condition of a common warrior 
— a sub-chief, with scarcely any following — he had gained at 
once, and as if by magic, the confidence of the nation. He was 
at this moment the hope of the patriot party — the spirit that 
was animating them to resistance, and every day saw his influ- 
ence increasing. Scarcely more appropriate could have been 
his native appellation. 

One might have fancied him less indebted to accident thau 
design for the name, had it not been that which he had always 
borne among his own people. There was a sort of prophetic or 
typical adaptation in it, for at this time he was in reality the 
rising sun of the Seminoles. He was so regarded by tbem. 

I noticed that his arrival produced a marked effect upon the 
warriors. He may have been present upon the ground all the 
day, but up to that moment he had not shown himself in the 
front circle of the chiefs. The timid and wavering became re- 
assured by his appearance, and the traitorous chiefs evidently 

* Otoeola— written Oceola, An eola, Amila, Haweola, and in a dozen other forme of 
orthography— In the Seminole language, tlgniflea the Riling Son. 
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cowered under his glance. I noticed that the Omatlas, and 
even the fierce Lnsta Hajo regarded him with uneasy looks. 

There were others besides the red men who were affected by 
his sadden advent. From the position in which I stood, I had 
a view of the commissioner's face ; I noticed that his counte- 
nance suddenly paled, and there passed over it a marked expres- 
sion of chagrin. It was clear that with him the " Rising Sun " 
was anything but welcome. His hurried words to Clinch reached 
my ears — for I stood close to the general, and could not help 
overhearing them. 

" How unfortunate !" he muttered in a tone of vexation. 
" But for him, we should have succeeded. I was in hopes of 
nailing them before he should arrive. I told him a wrong hour, 
but it seems to no purpose. Deuce take the fellow ! he will 
undo all. See ! he is earwigging Onopa, and the old fool 
listens to him like a child. Bah ! — he will obey him like a 
great baby, as he is. It's all up, general ; we must come to blows. " 

On hearing this half-whispered harangue, I turned my eyes 
once more upon him who was the subject of it, and regarded 
him more atentively. He was still standing behind the king, but 
in a stooping attitude, and whispering in the ear of the latter — 
scarcely whispering, but speaking audibly in their native lan- 
guage. Only the interpreters could have understood what he 
was saying, and they were too distant to make it out. His 
earnest tone, however — his firm yet somewhat excited manner — 
the defiant flash of his eye, as he glanced toward the commis- 
sioner — all told that he himself had no intention to yield ; and 
that he was counselling his superior to like bold opposition and 
resistance. 

For some moments there was silence, broken only by the whis- 
perings of the commissioner on one side, and the muttered words 
passing between Osceola and the mico on the other. After a 
while even these sounds were hushed, and a breathless stillness 
succeeded. 

1 
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It was a moment of intense expectation, and one of peculiar 
interest. On the words which Onopa was about to utter, hang 
events of high import — important to almost every one upon the 
ground. Peace or war, and therefore life or death, was sus- 
pended over the heads of all present. Even the soldiers in the 
lines were observed with outstretched necks in the attitude of 
listening ; and upon the other side, the Indian boys, and the 
women with babes in their arms, clustered behind the circle of 
warriors, their anxious looks betraying the interest they felt in 
the issue. 

The commissioner grew impatient ; his face reddened again. 
I saw that he was excited and angry — at the same time he was 
doing his utmost to appear calm. As yet he had taken no no- 
tice of the presence of Osceola, but was making pretence to ig- 
nore it, although it was evident that Osceola was at that mo- 
ment the main subject of his thoughts. He only looked at the 
young chief by side-glances, now and again turning to resume 
his conversation with the general. 

This by-play was of short duration. Thompson could endure 
the suspense no longer. 

" Tell Onopa," said he to the interpreter, " that the council 
awaits his answer." 

The interpreter did as commanded. 

" I have but one answer to make, 11 replied the taciturn king, 
without deigning to rise from his seat ; " I am content with my 
present home ; I am not going to leave it." 

A burst of applause from the patriots followed this declaration. 
Perhaps these were the most popular words that old Onopa had 
ever uttered. From that moment he was possessed of real 
kingly power, and might command in his nation. 

I looked round the circle of the chiefs. A smile lit up the gen- 
tlemanly features of Holata Mico; the grim face of Hoitle-mattee 
gleamed with joy : the " Alligator," " Cloud," and Arpiucki ex- 
hibited more frantic signs of their delight ; and even the thick 
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lips of Abram were drawn flat over his gams, displaying his 
doable tier of ivories in a grin of triumphant satisfaction. 

On the other hand, the Omatlas and their party wore black* 
looks. Their gloomy glances betokened their discontent ; and 
from their gestures and attitudes, it was evident that one and 
aO of them were suffering under serious apprehension. 

They had cause. They were no longer suspected, no longer 
traitors only attainted ; their treason was now patent — it had 
been declared 

It was fortunate for them that Fort King was so near — well 
that they stood in the presence of that embattled line. They 
might need its bayonets to protect them. 

The commissioner had by this time lost command of his tem- 
per. Even official dignity gave way, and he now descended to 
angry exclamations, threats, and bitter invective. 

In the last he was personal, calling the chiefs by name, and 
charging them with faithlessness and falsehood. He accused 
Onopa of having already signed the treaty of the Oclawaha ; and 
when the latter denied having done so, the commissioner told him 
he fad* Even the savage did not reciprocate the vulgar accu- 
sation, but treated it with silent disdain. 

After spending a portion of his spleen upon various chiefs of 
the council, he turned towards the front and in a loud, angry 
tone cried out : 

" It is you who have done this — you, Powell l" 

I started at the word. I looked to see who was addressed — 
who it was that bore that well known name. 

The commissioner guided my glance both by look and ges- 
ture. He was standing with arm outstretched, and finger 
pointed in menace. His eye was bent upon the young war chief 
— upon Osceola ! 

All at once a light broke upon me. Already strange mem 

• Again htetorlcaUy truo— thcrory wort nttdl 
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ones had been playing with my fancy ; I thought that through 
the vermilion paint I saw features I had seen before. 

Now I recognized them. In the young Indian hero, I beheld 
the friend of my boyhood — the preserver of my life — the 
brother of Malimee. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE ULTIMATUM. 

Yes — Powell and Osceola were one ; the boy, as I had pre- 
dicted, now developed into the splendid man — a hero. 

Under the impulsive, influences of former friendship and pre- 
sent admiration, I could have rushed forward and flung my arms 
around him ; but it was neither time nor place for the display 
of such childish enthusiasm. Etiquette — duty forbade it ; I 
kept my ground, and, as well as I could, the composure of my 
countenance, though I was unable to withdraw my eyes from 
what had now become doubly an object of admiration. 

There was little time for reflection. The pause created by 
the rude speech of the commissioner had passed ; the silence was 
again broken — this time by Osceola himself. 

The young chief, perceiving that it was he who had been sin- 
gled out, stepped forth a pace or two, and stood confronting the 
commissioner, his eye fixed upon him, in a glance, mild, yet firm 
and searching. 

" Are you addressing me ?" he inquired in a tone that evinced 
not the slightest anger or excitement. 

11 Who else than you ? w replied the commissioner abruptly. 
" I called you by name — Powell" 

" My name is not Powell" 
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" Not Powell 1" 

" No P answered the Indian, raising his voice to its loodest 
pitch, and looking with proud defiance at the commissioner. 
" You may call me Powell, if you please, you, General Wiley 
Thompson" — slowly and with a sarcastic sneer, he pronunced the 
full titles of the agent ; " but know, sir, that I scorn the white 
man's baptism. I am an Indian ; I am the child of my mother ;* 
my name is Osceola." 

The commissioner struggled to control his passion. The sneer 
at his plebeian cognomen stung him to the quick, for Powell 
understood enough of English nomenclature to know that 
11 Thompson " was not an aristocratic appellation ; and the sar- 
casm cut keenly. 

He was angry enough to have ordered the instant execution 
of Osceola, had it been in his power ; but it was not. Three 
hundred warriors trod the ground, each grasping his ready rifle, 
quite a match for the troops at the post ; besides the commis- 
sioner knew that such rash indulgence of spleen might not be 
relished by his government. Even the Ringgolds — his dear 
friends and ready advisers — with all the wicked interest they 
might have in the downfall of the Rising Sun, were wiser than 
to counsel a proceeding like that 

Instead of replying, therefore to the taunt of the young 
chief, the commissioner addressed himself once more to the coun- 
cil. 

" I want no more talking, 1 ' said he with the air of a man 
speaking to inferiors ; 4I we have had enough already. Your 
talk has been that of children, of men without wisdom or faith : 
I will no longer listen to it. 

" Hear, then, what your Great Father says, and what he has 
sent me to say to you. He has told me to place before you this 
paper." The speaker produced a fold of parchment, opening it 

* The child follows the fortunes of the mother. The usage Is not Seminole onlj, bat 
the same with all the Indians of America. 
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as he proceeded : " It is the treaty of Oclawaha. Most of yon 
have already signed it. I ask you now to step forward and con- 
firm yonr signatures. 

" I have not signed it." said Onopa, urged to the declaration 
by Osceola, who stood by behind him. I shall not sign it now. 
Others may act as they please ; I shall not go from my home. 
I shall not leave Florida.'' 

" Nor I," added Hoitle-mattee, in a determined tone. " I 
have fifty kegs of powder : so long as a grain of it remains uu- 
burned, I shall not be parted from my native land." 

11 His sentiments are mine," added Holata. 

" And mine I" exclaimed Arpiucki. 

" And mine V } echoed Poshalla (the dwarf), Coa Hajo, Cloud, 
and the negro Abram. 

The patriots alone spoke ; the traitors said not a word. The 
signing was a test too severe for them. They had all signed it 
before at the Oclawaha ; but now, in the presence of the nation, 
they dared not confirm it. They feared even to advocate what 
they had done. They remained silent. 

" Enough I" said Osceola, who had not yet publicly expressed 
his opinion, but who was now expected to speak, and was atten- 
tively regarded by all. " The chiefs have declared themselves ; 
they refuse to sign. It is the voice of the nation that speaks 
through its chiefs, and the people will stand by their word. The 
agent has called us children and fools ; it is easy flb give names. 
We know that there are fools among us, and children too, and 
worse than both — traitors. But there are men, and some as 
true and brave as the agent himself. He wants no more talk 
with us — be it so ; we have no more for him — he has our an- 
swer. He may stay or go. 

41 Brothers !" continued the speaker, facing to the chiefs and 
warriors, and as if disregarding the presence of the whites, 
" you have done right ; you have spoken the will of the nation, 
and the people applaud. It is false that we wish to leave our 
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homes and go west. They who say so are deceivers, and do not 
speak our mind. We have no desire for this fine land to which 
they would send us. It is not as fair as our own. It is a wild 
desert, where in summer the springs dry up and water is hard 
to find. From thirst the hunter often dies by the way. In win- 
ter, the leaves fall from the trees, snow covers the ground, frost 
stiffens the clay, and chills the bodies of men, till they shiver in 
pain — the whole country looks as though the earth were dead. 
Brothers ! we want no cold country like that ; we like our own 
land better. If it be too hot, we have the shade of the live 
oak, the big laurel, 41 and the noble palm tree. Shall we forsake 
the land of the palm ? No ! Under its shadow have we lived : 
under its shadow let us die !" 

Up to this point the interest had been increasing. Indeed, 
ever since the appearance of Osceola, the scene had been deeply 
impressive — never to be effaced from the memory, though diffi- 
cult to be described in words. A painter, and he alone, might 
have done justice to such a picture. 

It was full of points, thoroughly and thrillingly dramatic ; the 
excited agent on one side, the calm chiefs on the other ; the 
contrast of emotions ; the very women who had left their unclad 
little ones to gambol on the grass and dally with the flowers, 
while they themselves, with the warriors pressed closely around 
the council, under the most intense, yet subdued, interest ; 
catching every look as it gleamed from the countenance, and 
hanging on every word as it fell from the lips of Osceola. The 
latter — his eye calm, serious, fixed — his attitude manly, graceful, 
erect — his thin, close-pressed lip, indicative of the " mind made 
up" — his firm, yet restrained, tread, free from all stride or 
swagger — his dignified and composed bearing — his perfect and 
solemn silence, except during his sententious talk — the head 
thrown backward, the arms firmly folded on the protruding chest 

* Magnolia grandiflora. So ttyled in the language of the Indiana. 
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— all, all instantaneously changing, as if by an electric shock, 
whenever the commissioner stated a proposition that he knew 
to be false or sophistic. At snch times the fire-flash of his in- 
dignant eye — the withering scorn upon his npcurled lip — the 
violent and oft repeated stamping of his foot — his* clenched 
hand, and the rapid gesticulation of his uplifted arm — the short, 
quick breathing and heaving of his agitated bosom, like the 
rushing wind and swelling wave of the tempest-tost ocean, and 
these again subsiding into the stillness of melancholy, and pre- 
senting only that aspect and attitude of repose wherewith the an- 
cient statuary loved to invest the gods and heroes of Greece. 

The speech of Osceola brought matters to a crisis. The com- 
missioner's patience was exhausted. The time was ripe to de- 
liver the dire threat — the ultimatum — with which the president 
had armed him ; and, not bating one jot of his rude manner, he 
pronounced the infamous menace : 

" You will not sign ? — you will not consent to go ? I say, 
then you must. War will be declared against you — troops will 
enter your land — you will be forced from it at the point of the 
bayonet." 

" Indeed \" exclaimed Osceola, with a derisive laugh. " Then 
be it so V he continued. " Let war be declared ! Though we 
love peace, we fear not war. We know your strength : your 
people outnumber us by millions ; but were there as many more 
of them, they will not compel us to submit to injustise. We have 
made np our minds to endure death before dishonour. Let war 
be declared 1 Send your troops into our land ; perhaps they 
will not force us from it so easily as you imagine. To your mus- 
kets we will oppose onr rifles, to your bayonets, our tomahawks ; 
and your starched soldiers will be met, face to face, by the war- 
riors of the Seminole. Let war be declared ! We are ready 
for its tempest. The hail may rattle, and the flowers be 
crushed ; but the strong oak of the forest will lift its head to the 
sky and the storm, towering and unscathed." 
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A yell of defiance burst from the Indian warriors at the con- 
clusion of this stirring speech ; and the disturbed council threat- 
ened a disruption. Several of the chiefs, excited by the appeal, 
had risen to their feet, and stood with lowering looks, and arms 
stretched forth in firm, angry menace. 

The officers of the line had glided to their places, and in an 
undertone ordered the troops into an attitude of readiness ; while 
the artillerists on the bastions of the fort were seen by their guns, 
while the tiny wreath of blue smoke told that the fuse had been 
kindled. 

For all this, there was no danger of an outbreak. Neither 
party was prepared for a collision at that moment. The Indians 
had come to the council with no hostile designs, else they would 
have left their wives and children at home. Wtyh them by their 
sides, they would not dream of making an attack ; and their 
white adversaries dared not, without better pretext. The de- 
monstration was only the result of a momentary excitement, and 
Boon subsided to a calm. 

The commissioner had stretched his influence to its utmost. 
His threats were now disregarded as had been his wheedling ap- 
peal ; and he saw that he had no longer the power to effect his 
cherished purpose. 

But there was still hope in time. There were wiser heads than 
his upon the ground, who saw this : the sagacious veteran Clinch 
and the crafty Ringgolds saw it. 

These now gathered around the agent, and counselled him to 
the adoption of a different course. 

" Give them time to consider," suggested they. " Appoint 
to-morrow for another meeting. Let the chiefs discuss the mat- 
ter among themselves in private council, and not as now, in pre- 
sence of the people. On calmer reflection, and when not intimi- 
dated by the crowd of warriors, they may decide differently, 
particularly now that they know the alternative ; and perhaps," 
added Arens Ringgold — who, to other bad qualities, added that 

1* 
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of a crafty diplomatist — " perhaps the more hostile of them will 
not stay for the council of to-morrow : you do not want all their 
signatures." 

"Right," replied the commissioner, catching at the idea. 
" Right — it shall be done ;" and with this laconic promise, he 
faced once more to the council of chiefs. 

" Brothers !" he said, resuming the tone in which he had first 
addressed them, " for, as the brave chief Holata has said, we are 
all brothers. Why, then, should we separate in anger ? Your 
Great Father would be sad to hear that we had so parted from 
one another. I do not wish you hastily to decide upon this im- 
portant matter. Return to your tents — hold your own councils 
— discuss the matter freely and fairly among yourselves, and let 
us meet again to-morrow ; the loss of a day will not signify to 
either of us. To-morrow will be time enough to give your de- 
cision ; till then, let us be friends and brothers." 

To this harangue, several of the chiefs replied. They said it 
was " good talk," and they would agree to it ; and then all 
arose to depart from the ground. 

I noticed that there was some confusion in the replies. The 
chiefs were not unanimous in their assent. Those who agreed 
were principally of the Omatla party ; but I could hear some of 
the hostile warriors, as they strode away from the ground, de- 
clare aloud their intention to return no more. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

TALK OVER THE TABLE. 

Over the mess-table I gathered much knowledge. Men talk 
freely while the wine is flowing, and under the influence of cham- 
pagne, the wisest grow voluble. 

The commissioner made little secret either of his own designs 
or the views of the President, but most already guessed them. 

He was somewhat gloomed at the manner in which the day's 
proceedings had ended, and by the reflection that his diplomatic 
fame would suffer — a fame ardently aspired to by all agents of 
the United States government. Personal slights, too, had he 
received from Osceola and others — for the calm cold Indian holds 
in scorn the man of hasty temper ; and this weakness had he 
displayed to their derision throughout the day. He felt defeated, 
humiliated, resentful against the men of red skin. On the mor- 
row, he flattered himself that he would make them feel the power 
of his resentment — teach them that, if passionate, he was also 
firm and daring. 

As the wine warmed him, he said as much in a half boasting 
way ; he became more reckless and jovial. 

As for the military officers, they cared little for the civil points 
of the case, and took not much part in the discussion of its mer- 
its. Their speculations ran upon the probability of strife — war, 
or no war ? That was the question of absorbing interest to the 
men of the sword. I heard much boasting of our superiority, 
and decrying of the strength end the courage of the prospective 
enemy. But to this, there were dissentient opinions expressed 
by a few old " Indian fighters " who were of the mess. 

It is needless to say that Oceola's character was commented 
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upon ; and about the young chief, opinions were as different as 
vice from virtue. With some, he was the " noble savage " he 
seemed ; but I was astonished to find the majority dissent from 
this view. " Drunken savage," " cattle thief," " impostor," and 
such-like appellations were freely bestowed upon him. 

I grew irate ; I could not credit these accusations. I observed 
that most of those who made them were comparative strangers 
— new-comers — to the country, who could not know much of the 
past life of him with whose name they were making so free. 

The Ringgolds joined in the calumny, and they must have 
known him well ; but I comprehended their motives. 

I felt that I owed the subject of the conversation a word of 
defence ; for two reasons : he was absent — he had saved my life. 
Despite the grandeur of the company, I could not restrain my 
tongue. 

" Gentlemen," I said, speaking loud enough to call the atten- 
tion of the talkers, " can any of you prove these accusations 
against Osceola ?" 

The challenge produced an awkward silence. No one could 
exactly prove either the drunkenness, the cattle-stealing, or the 
imposture 

" Ha ?" at length ejaculated Arens Ringgold, in his shrill 
squeaky voice, " you are his defender, are you, Lieutenant Ran- 
dolph ?" 

" Until I hear better evidence than mere assertion, that he is 
not worthy of defence." 

" Oh 1 that may be easily obtained," cried one ; " everybody 
knows what the fellow is, and has been — a regular cow-etealer 
for years." 

" You are mistaken there," I replied to this confident speaker ; 
" I do not know it — do you, sir V 

" Not from personal experience, I admit," said the accuser, 
somewhat taken aback by the sudden interrogation. 

II Since you are upon the subject of cattle-stealing, gentlemen, 
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I may inform you that I met with a rare incident only yesterday, 
connected with the matter. If you will permit me, I shall relate it." 

" Oh ! certainly — by all means, let us have it." 

Being a stranger, I was indulged with a patient hearing. I 
related the episode of lawyer Grubb's cattle, omitting names. It 
created some sensation. I saw that the commander-in-chief was 
impressed with it, while the commissioner looked vexed, as if he 
would rather I had held my tongue. But the strongest effect 
was produced upon the Ringgolds — father and son. Both ap- 
peared pale and uneasy ; perhaps no one noticed this except 
myself, but I observed it with sufficient distinctness to be left 
under the full impression, that both knew more of the matter 
than I myself 1 

The conversation next turned upon " runaways " — upon the 
number of negroes there might be among the tribes — upon the 
influence they would exert against us in case of a conflict. 

These were topics of serious importance. It was well known 
there were large numbers of black and yellow men " located," in 
the reserve : some as agriculturists — some graziers — not a few 
wandering through the savannas and forests, rifle in hand — hav- 
ing adopted the true style of Indian hunter-life. 

The speakers estimated their numbers variously : the lowest 
put them at 500, while some raised their figure to a 1000. 

All these would be against us to a man. There was no dissent 
to that proposition. 

Some alleged they would fight badly ; others, bravely ; and 
these spoke with more reason. All agreed that they would 
greatly aid the enemy, and give us trouble, and a few went so 
far as to say, that we had more to fear from the "black run- 
aways n that the " red runaways." In this expression, there was 
a latent jest.* 

• The Semlnoles were originally of the great tribe of Muscogees (Creeks). Seceding 
from these, for reasons not known, the Semlnoles passed southward into Florida ; and 
obtained from their former kindred the name they now bear, which in their own tongue 
has the signification of " runaway." 
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There could be no doubt that the negroes would take up arms 
in the pending struggle ; and no more, that they would act with 
efficiency against us. Their knowledge of the white man's 
" ways " would enable them to do so. Besides, the negrp is 
no coward ; their courage has been ofttimes proved. Place 
him in front of a natural enemy — a thing of flesh, bone, and 
blood, armed with gun and bayonet — and the negro is not the 
man to flinch. It is otherwise if the foe be not physical, but be- 
longing to the world of Obeah. In the soul of the unenlightened 
child of Afric, superstition is strong indeed ; he lives in a world 
of ghosts, ghouls, and goblins, and his dread of these supernatu- 
ral spirits is real cowardice. 

As the conversation continned on the subject of the blacks, I 
could not help noticing the strong animus that actuated the 
speakers — especially the planters in the civilian garb. Some 
waxed indignant — even wroth to vulgarity — threatening all sorts 
of pnnishment to such runaways as might be captured. They 
gloated over the prospect of restoration, but as much at the idea 
of a not distant revenge. Shooting, hanging, burning, barbecu- 
ing, were all spoken of, besides a variety of other tortures pecu- 
liar to this southern land. Bare punishments — no lack of them 
— were promised in a breath to the unfortunate absconder who 
should chance to get caught. 

You who live far away from such sentiments can but ill com- 
prehend the moral relations of caste and colour. Under ordinary 
circumstances, there exists between white and black no feeling 
of hostility — quite the contrary. The white man is rather kind- 
ly disposed towards his coloured brother ; but only so long as the 
latter opposes not his will. Let the black but offer resistance 
— even in the slightest degree — and then hostility is quickly 
kindled, justice and mercy are alike disregarded — vengeance 
is only felt. 

This is a general truth ; it will apply to every one who owns a 
slave. 
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Exceptionally, the relation is worse. There are white mqn in 
the southern States who hold the life of a black at bnt slight 
value — just the value of his market price. An incident in the 
histo/y of young Ringgold helps me to an illustration. Bnt the 
day before, my "squire," Black Jake had given me the 
story. 

This youth, with some other boys of his acquaintance, and of 
like dissolute character, was hunting in the forest. The hounds 
had passed beyond hearing, and no one could tell the direction 
they had taken. It was useless riding further, and the party 
halted, leaped from their saddles, and tied their horses to the 
trees. 

For a long time the baying of the beagles was not heard, and 
the time hung heavily on the hands of the hunters. How were 
they to pass it ? 

A negro boy chanced to be near " chopping" wood. They 
knew the boy well enough — one of the slaves on a neighbouring 
plantation. 

" Let's us have some sport with the darkie," suggested one. 

"What sport V 9 

" Let us hang him for sport." 

The proposal of course produced a general laugh. 

" Joking apart," said the first speaker, " I should really like 
to try how much hanging a nigger could bear without being 
killed outright." 

" So should I," rejoined a second. 

" And so I, too," added a third. 

The idea took ; the experiment promised to amuse them. 

" Well, then, let us make trial ; that's the best way to settle 
the point." 

The trial was made — I am relating a fad — the unfortunate 
boy was seized upon, a noose was adjusted round his neck, and 
he was triced np to the branch of a tree. 

Just at that instant, a stag broke past with the hounds in foil 
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cry. The hunters ran to their horses, and in the excitement, 
forgot to cut down the victim of their deviltry. One left the 
dnty to another, and all neglected it 1 

?Vhen the chase was ended, they returned to the spot ; the 
negro was still hanging from the branch — he was dead ! 

There was a trial — the mere mockery of a trial. Both judge 
and jury were the relatives of the criminals ; and the sentence 
was, that the negro should be paid for ! The owner of the slave 
was contented with the price ; justice was satisfied, or supposed 
to be ; and Jake had beard hundreds of white Christians, who 
knew the tale to be true, laughing at it as a capital joke. As such, 
Arena Ringgold was often in the habit of detailing it I 

You on the other side of the Atlantic hold up your hands and 
cry " Horror 1" You live in the fancy you have no slaves — no 
cruelties like this. You are sadly in error. I have detailed an 
exceptional case — an individual victim. Land of the workhouse 
and the jail 1 your victims are legion. 

Smiling Christian I you parade your compassion, but you have 
made the misery that calls it forth. You abet with easy concur- 
rence the system that begets all this suffering ; and although you 
may soothe your spirit by assigning crime and poverty to natural 
causes, nature will not be impugned with impunity. In vain may 
you endeavour to shirk your individual responsibility. For every 
cry and canker, you will be held responsible in the sight of God. 
********* 

The conversation about runaways naturally guided my 
thoughts to the other and more mysterious adventure of yester- 
day ; having dropped a hint about this incident, I was called 
upon to relate it in detail. I did so — of course scouting the idea 
that my intended assassin could have been Yellow Jake. A good 
many of those present knew the story of the mulatto, and the 
circumstances connected with his death. 

Why was it, when I mentioned his name, coupled with the 
solemn declaration of my sable groom — why was it that Arena 
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The unfortunate hoy was seized upon, a tion»e was adjured round his neck, and 
he was triced up to the hranch of a tree. Just at that instant, a stag hroke past 
with the hounds in full cry. The hunters ran to their horses, and in the excitement, 
forgot to cut down the victim of their deviltry. One left the duty to another, and 
all neglected it ! When the cha.«e was ended, they returned to the spot : the negro 
was still hanging from the hranch — he was dead ! — Pack 160. 
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Ringgold started, turned pale, and whispered some words in the 
ear of his father ? 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE TRAITOR CHIEF8. 

Soon after, I retired from the mess-table, and strolled out into 
the stockade. 

It was now after sunset. Orders «4>&d been issued for no one 
to leave the fort .; but translating theie^as only applicable to the 
common soldier, LresolyecJ, to sally- forth, 

I was guided by an. impulse of tl\e heart. In the Indian camp 
were the wives of the chiefs and ^warriors— their sisters and chil- 
dren—why not she among the rest ? 

I had a belief that she was there — although, during all that 
day, my eyes had been wandering in Tain search. She was not 
among those who had crowded around the council : not a face 
had escaped my scrutiny. 

I resolved to seek the Seminole camp — to go among the 
tents of the Micosaucs — there, in all likelihood, I should find 
Powell — there I should meet with Mallmee. 

There would be no danger in entering the Indian camp — even 
the hostile chiefs were yet in relations of friendship with us ; and 
sorely Powell was still my friend ? He could protect me from 
peril or insults. 

I felt a longing to grasp the hand of the young warrior, that 
of itself would have influenced me to seek the interview. I 
yearned to renew the friendly confidence of the past — to talk 
over those pleasant times — to recall those scenes of halcyon 
brightness. Surely the sterner duties of the chief and war-leader 
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had not yet indurated a heart, once mild and amiable ? No 
doubt the spirit of my former friend was imbittered by the white 
man's injustice ; no doubt 1 shonld find him rancorous against 
our race ; he had reason — still 1 had no fears that I myself was 
not an exception to this wholesale resentment. 

Whatever the result, I resolved to seek him, and once more 
extend to him the hand of friendship. 

I was on the eve of setting forth, when a summons from the 
commander-in-chief called me to his quarters. With some cha- 
grin, I obeyed the order. 

I found the commissioner there, with the officers of higher 
rank — the Ringgolds and several other civilians of distinction. 

On entering, I perceived that they were in " caucus," and 
had just ended the discussion of some plan of procedure. 

" The design is excellent," observed General Clinch, address- 
ing himself to the others ; but how are Omatla and ' Black 
Dirt' * to be met ? IfWe summon them hither, it may create 
suspicion ; they could not enter the fort without being observed." 

" General Clinch," said the elder Ringgold — the most cunning 
diplomatist of the party — " if you and General Thompson were 
to meet the friendly chiefs outside ?" 

" Exactly so," interrupted the commissioner. " I have been 
thinking of that. I have sent a messenger to Omatla, to inquire 
if lie can give us a secret meeting. It will be best to see them 
outside. The man has returned — I hear him." 

At this moment, a person entered the room, whom I recognized 
as one of the interpreters who had officiated at the council. He 
whispered something to the commissioner, and then withdrew. 

II All right, gentlemen P exclaimed the latter, as the interpre- 
ter went out ; " Omatla will meet us within the hour. Black 
Dirt will be with him. They have named the " Sink " as the 
place. It lies to the north of the fort. We can reach it with- 

• Bo LoiU n»o wh called by the Americam. His toll name was Faohta-Lorta-Hajo, 
which ■tfolflet •• Black Crasj Olaj.** 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE TRAITOR OHIEFB. 163 

out passing the camp, and there will be no risk of our being ob- 
served. Shall we go, General V 9 

" I am ready/' replied Clinch, taking np his cloak, and throw- 
ing it over his shoulders ; " bnt, General Thompson," said he, 
taming to the commissioner, " how aboat your interpreters ? Can 
they be intrusted with a secret of so much importance V 9 

The commissioner appeared to hesitate. 

11 It might -be imprudent," he replied at length, in a half solilo- 
quy. 

" Never mind, then — never mind," said Clinch ; I think we 
can do without them. Lieutenant Randolph," continued he, 
turning to me, "you speak the Seminole tongue fluently V 9 

" Not fluently, General ; I speak it, however." 

" You could interpret it fairly." 

" Yes, General ; I believe so." 

" Very well, then ; that will do. Come with us V 9 

Smothering my vexation, at being thus diverted from my de- 
sign, I followed in silence — the commissioner leading the way, 
while the General, disguised in cloak and plain forage cap, 
walked by his side. 

We passed out of the gate, and turned northward around the 
stockade. The tents of the Indians were upon the southwest, 
placed irregularly along the edge of a broad belt of " hommocky " 
woods that extended in that direction. Another tract of horn- 
mock lay to the north, separated from the larger one by savan- 
nas and open forests of pine-timber. Here was the " Sink." It 
was nearly half a mile distant from the stockade ; but in the 
darkness we could easily reach it without being observed from 
any part of the Seminole camp. 

We soon arrived upon the ground. The chiefs were before 
as. We found them standing under the shadows of the trees by 
the edge of the pond. 

My duty now began. I had little anticipation that it was to 
have been so disagreeable. 
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" Ask Omatla what is the number of his people— also those 
of Black Dirt, and the other chiefs who are for us." 

I pat the question as commanded. 

" One-third of the whole Seminole nation," was the ready 
reply. 

" Tell them that ten thousand dollars shall be given to the 
friendly chiefs, on their arrival in the west, to be shared among 
them as they deem best — that this sum is independent of the ap- 
propriation to the whole tribe." 

" It is good," simultaneously grunted the chiefs, when the pro- 
position was explained to them. 

" Does Omatla and his friends think that all the chiefs will 
be present to-morrow ?" 

« No— not all." 

"Which of them are likely to be absent V 

" The mico-mico will not be there." 

II Ha 1 Is Omatla sure of that?" 

" Sure. Onopa's tents are struck : he has already left the 
ground." 

" Whither has he gone ?" 

" Back to his town." 

" And his people ?" 

" Most of them gone with him." 

For some moments the two generals communicated together 
in a half whisper. They were apart from me : I did not not 
hear what they said. The information just acquired was of great 
importance, and seemed not to discontent them. 

" Any other chief likely to be absent to-morrow ?" they asked, 
after a pause. 

11 Only those of the tribe of ' redsticks.' " * 

" Hoitle-mattee ?" 

* A name given to the Mlcosanca, from their custom of setting up red poles In front 
of their houses when going to war. A almilar cnatom exists among other tribes ; hence 
the name •• Baton Rouge," applied by the French colonist*. 
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" No — he is here — he will remain." 

" Ask them if they think Osceola will be at the council to-mor- 
row." 

From the eagerness with which the answer was expected, I 
could perceive that this was the most interesting question of 
all. I put it directly. 

" What 1" exclaimed the chiefs, as if astonished at the inter- 
rogatory. " The Rising Sun 1 He is sure to bo present : he 
will s^eit out!" 

" Good I 11 involuntarily ejaculated the commissioner, and then 
turning to the General, he once more addressed him in a low 
tone. This time, I overheard what passed between them. 

" It seems, General, as if Providence was playing into our 
hands. My plan is almost sure to succeed. A word will pro- 
voke the impudent rascal to some rudeness — perhaps worse — at 
all events, I shall easily fix a pretext for shutting him up. Now 
that Onopa has drawn off his following, we will be strong enough 
for any contingency. The hostiles will scarcely outnumber the 
friendly, so that there will no chance of the rascals making re- 
sistance. 

" Oh ! that we need not fear." 

" Well — with Mm once in our power the opposition will be 
crushed — the rest will yield easily — for, beyond doubt, it is he 
that now intimidates and hinders them from signing." 

"True," replied Clinch in a reflective tone; "but how 
about the government, eh ? Will it endorse the act, think you ?" 

" It will — it must — my latest dispatch from the President 
almost suggests as much. If you agree to act, I shall take the 
risk." 

11 Oh, I place myself under your orders," replied the com- 
mander-in-chief, evidently inclined to the commissioner's views, 
but still not willing to share the responsibility. " It is but my duty 
to carry out the will of the executive. I am ready to cooperate 
with you." 
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"Enough then — it shall be done as we have designed it 
Ask the chiefs, 7 ' continued the speaker, addressing himself to 
me, " ask them, if they have any fear of signing to-morrow. " 

" No — not of the signing, but afterwards." 

" And what afterwards ?" 

" They dread an attack from the hostile party — their lives 
will be in danger." 

" What would they have us do ?" 

" Omatla says, if you will permit him and the other head 
chiefs to go on a* visit to their friends at Tallahassee, it will 
keep them out of danger. They can stay there till the removal 
is about to take place. They give their promise that they 
will meet you at Tampa, or elsewhere, whenever you summon 
them." 

The two generals consulted together — once more in whispers. 
This unexpected proposal required consideration. 

Omatla added : 

" If we are not allowed to go to Tallahassee, we cannot, we 
dare not, stay at home ; we must come under the protection of 
the fort." 

" About your going to Tallahassee," replied the commissioner, 
" we shall consider it, and give you an answer to-morrow. 
Meanwhile, you need not be under any apprehension. This is 
the war-chief of the whites ; he will protect you." 

"Yes," said Clinch, drawing himself proudly up. "My 
warriors are numerous and strong. There are many in the fort, 
and many more on the way. You have nothing to fear." 

" It is good !" rejoined the chiefs. " If troubles arise, we 
shall seek your protection ; you have promised it — it is good." 

"Ask the chiefs," said the commissioner, to whom a new 
question had suggested itself — " ask them if they know whether 
ITolata Mico will remain for the council of to-morrow ?" 

" We cannot tell now. Holata Mico has not declared his in- 
tention. We shall soon know it. If he designs to stay his tents 
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will stand till the rising of the son ; if not, they will be struck 
before the moon goes down. The moon is sinking — we shall soon 
know whether Holata Mico will go or stay." 

" The tents of this chief are not within sight of the fort V 

" No — they are back among the trees." 

" Can you send word to us V 

" Yes, but only to this place ; our messenger would be seen 
entering the fort. We can come back here ourselves, and meet 
one from you." 

14 True — it is*better so," replied the commissioner, apparently 
pleased with the arrangement. 

A few minutes passed, during which the two generals commu- 
nicated with each other in while whispers, the chiefs stood apart, 
silent and immobile as a pair of statues. 

The commander in-chief at length broke the silence : 

" Lieutenant 1 you will remain upon the ground till the chiefs 
return. Get their report, and bring it direct to my quarters." 

Salutations were exchanged ; the two generals walked off on 
the path that led to the fort, while the chiefs glided silently 
away in the opposite direction. I was left alone. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

SHADOWS IN TH1 WATER. 

Alone with my thoughts, and these tainted with considerable 
acerbity. More than one cause contributed to their bitterness. 
My pleasant purpose thwarted — my heart aching for knowledge 
—for a renewal of tender ties — distracted with doubts — wearied 
with protracted suspense. 

In addition to these, my mind was harassed by other emotions 
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I experienced disgust at the part I had been playing. I had 
been made the mouth-piece of chicanery and wrong ; aiding con- 
spiracy had been the first act of my warlike career ; and al- 
though it was not the act of my own will, I felt the disagreea- 
bleness of the duty — a sheer disgust in its performance. 

Even the loveliness of the night failed to soothe me. Its 
effect was contrary ; a storm would have been more congenial 
to my spirit. 

And it was a lovely night. Both the earth and the air were 
at peace. 

Here and there the sky was fleeced with white cirrhi, but so 
thinly, that the moon's disk, passing behind them, appeared to 
move under a transparent gauze-work of silver, without losing 
one ray of her effulgence. Her light was resplendent in the 
extreme ; and, glancing from the glabrous leaves of the great 
laurels, caused the forests to sparkle, as though beset with a 
million of mirrors. To add to the effect, fire-flies swarmed under 
the shadows of the trees, their bodies lighting up the dark aisles 
with a mingled coruscation of red, blue and gold — now flitting 
in a direct line, now curving, or waving upward and down- 
ward, as though moving through the mazes of some intricate 
cotillon. 

In the midst of all this glittering array, lay the little tarn, 
shining, too, but with the gleam of plated glass — a mirror in its 
framework of fretted gild. 

The atmosphere was redolent of the most agreeable perfumes. 
The night was cool enough for human comfort, but not chill. 
Many of the flowers refused to close their corollas — for not all 
of them were brides of the sun. The moon had its share of the 
sweets. The sassafras and bpy trees were in blossom, and dis- 
pensed their odours around, that, mingling with the aroma 
of the aniseed and the orange, created a delicious fragrance in 
the air. 

There was a stillness in the atmosphere, but not silence. It 
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is never silent in the southern forests by night. Tree-frogs and 
cicadas utter their shrillest notes after the sun has gone out of 
sight, and there is a bird that makes choice melody during the 
moonlight hours — the famed mimic of the American woods. 
One, perched upon a tall tree that grew over the edge of the 
pond, appeared trying to soothe my chafed spirit with his tweet 
notes. 

I heard other sounds — the hum of the soldiery in the fort, 
mingling with the more distant noises from the Indian camp, 
now and then some voice louder than the rest, in oath, ex- 
clamation, or laughter, broke forth to interrupt the monotonous 
murmur. 

How long should I have to wait the return of the chiefs ? It 
might be an hour, or two hours, or more ? I had a partial guide 
in the moon. They said that Holata would depart before the 
shining orb went down, or not at all. About two hours, then, 
would decide the point, and set me free. 

I had been standing for half the day. I cared not to keep 
my feet any longer ; and choosing a fragment of rock near the 
water's edge, I sat down upon if. 

My eyes wandered over the pond. Half of its surface lay in 
shadow ; the other half was silvered by the moonbeams, that, 
penetrating the pellucid water, rendered visible the white shells 
and shining pebbles at the bottom. Along the line where the 
light and darkness met, were outlined several noble palms, whose 
tall stems and crested crowns appeared stretching towards the 
nadir of the earth — as though they belonged to another and a 
brighter firmament beneath my feet. The trees, of which these 
were but the illusory images, grew upon the summit of a ridge, 
which, trending along the western side of the pond, intercepted 
the rays of the moon. 

I sat for some time gazing into this counterpart of heaven's 
canopy, with my eyes mechanically tracing the great fan-like 
fronds. 

8 
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All at once, I was startled at perceiving a new image upon the 
aqueous reflector. A form, or rather the shadow of one, sudden- 
ly appeared among the trunks of the palms. It was upright, 
and evidently human, though of magnified proportions — beyond 
a doubt, a human figure, yet not that of a man. 

The small head, apparently uncovered, the gentle rounding 
of the shoulders, the soft undulation of the waist, and the long, 
loose draping which reached nearly to the ground, convinced me 
that the shadow was that of a woman. 

When I first observed it, it was moving among the stems of 
the palm-trees ; presently it stopped, and for some seconds re- 
mained in a fixed attitude. It was then I noted the peculiarities 
that distinguish the sex. 

My first impulse was to turn round, and, if possible, get a 
sight of the figure that cast this interesting shadow. I was my- 
self on the western edge of the pond, and the ridge was behind 
me. Facing round I could not see the summit nor yet the 
palms. Rising to my feet, I still could not see them : a large 
live oak, under which I had seated myself, intercepting my 
view. 

I stepped hastily to one side, and then both the outline of the 
ridge and the palm-trees were before my eyes ; but I could see 
no figure, neither of man nor woman. 

I scanned the summit carefully, but no living thing was there ; 
some fronds of the saw-palmetta, standing along the crest, were 
the only forms I could perceive. 

I returned to where I had been seated ; and, placing myself 
as before, again looked upon the water. The palm shadows 
were there, just as I had left them ; but the image was gone. 

There was nothing to be astonished at. I did not for 
a moment believe myself under any delusion. Some one had 
been upon the ridge — a woman, I supposed — and had passed 
down under the cover of the trees. This was the natural ex- 
planation of what I had seen, and of course contented me. 
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At the same time, the silent apparition could not fail to arouse 
my curiosity ; and instead of remaining seated, and giving way 
to dreamy reflections, I rose to my feet, and stood looking and 
listening with eager expectation. 

Who could the woman be ? An Indian, of course. It was 
not probable that a white woman should be in such a place, and 
at such an hour. Even the peculiar outlines of the shadow were 
not those that would have been cast by one habited in a garb 
of civilization : beyond a doubt, the woman was an Indian. 

What was she doing in that solitary place, and alone ? 

These questions were not so easily answered ; and yet there 
was nothing so remarkable about her presence upon the spot. 
To the children of the forest, time is not as with us. The hours 
of the night are as those of the day — often the hours of action 
or enjoyment. She might have many a purpose in being there. 
She might be on her way to the pond for water — to take a 
bath ; or it might be some impassioned maiden, who, under the 
secret shadows of this secluded grove, was keeping assignation 
with her lover. 

A pang, like a poisoned arrow, passed through my heart : 
"might it beMdwneeV' 

The unpleasantness which this conjecture caused me is inde- 
scribable. I had been all day the victim of dire suspicions, arising 
firdm some half-dozen words, casually dropped from the lips of a 
young officer, and which I had chanced to overhear. They had 
reference to a beautiful girl among the Indians, apparently well 
known at the fort ; and I noticed that the tone of the young 
fellow was that of one either triumphant or boasting. I listened 
attentively to every word, and watched not only the countenance 
of the speaker, but those of his auditory — to make out in which 
of the two categories I should place him. His vanity appeared 
to have had some sacrifice made to it — at least by his own state- 
ment ; and his listeners, or most of them, agreed to concede to 
him the happiness of a borne fortune. There was no name given 
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— no hint that would enable me to connect the subject of the 
conversation with that of my own thoughts ; bat that the girl 
was an Indian, and a " beauty," were points, that my jealous 
heart almost accepted as sufficient for identification. 

I might easily have become satisfied. A word, a simple ques- 
tion, would have procured -me the knowledge I longed for ; and 
yet I dared not say tbat word. I preferred passing long hoars 
— a whole day — upon the rack of uncertainty and suspicion. 

Thus, then, was I prepared for the painful conjectures that 
sprang into my thoughts on beholding that mirrored form. 

The pain was of short duration ; almost instantaneous was the 
relief. A shadowy figure was seen gliding around the edge of 
the pond ; it emerged into the open moonlight, not six paces 
from where I stood. I had a full and distinct view of it. It 
a woman — an Indian woman. It was not Mafimee. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

HAJ-EWA. 

I saw before me a woman of middle age — somewhere between 
thirty and forty — a large woman, who once possessed beauty — 
beauty that had been abused. She was the wreck of a grand 
loveliness, whose outlines could not be effaced — like the statue 
of some Grecian goddess, broken by Vandal hands, but whose 
very fragments are things of priceless value. 

Not that her charms had departed. There are men who affect 
to admire this ripe maturity ; to them, she would have been a 
thing of peerless splendour. Time had made no inroad upon 
those large rounded arms, none upon the elliptical outlines of that 
noble bust. I could judge.of this — for it was before my eyes, in 
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the bright moonlight, node, from neck to waist, as in the hoar 
of infancy. Alone the black hair, hanging in wild dishevelment 
over the shoulders, formed a partial shrouding. Nor had time 
laid a figer upon this : amidst all that profusion of rich raven 
clusters, not a strand of silver conk) be detected. 

Time could not affect, nor had it, that fine facial outline. The 
moulding of the chin ; the oval of those lips ; the aquiline nose, 
with its delicate spirally curved nostril ; the high, smooth front ; 
the eye — the eye — what is it f why that unearthly flash ? that 

wild unmeaning glance ? Ha ! that eye Merciful heavens ! 

the woman is mad ! 

Alas ! it was true— she was mad. Her glance would have 
satisfied even a casual observer, that reason was no longer upon 
its throne. But I needed not to look at her eye ; I knew the 
story of her misfortunes, of her wrongs. It was not the first 
time I had looked upon that womanly form — more than once 
I had stood face to face with Haj-Ewa,* the mad queen of the 
Micosaucs. 

Beautiful as she was, I might have felt fear at her presence — 
still worse than fear, I might have been terrified or awed — the 
more so on perceiving that her necklace was a green serpent ; 
that the girdle around her waist, that glittered so conspicuously 
in the light of the moon, was the body of an enormous rattle- 
snake, living and writhing 1 

Yes, both were ahve — the smaller serpent wound about her 
neck, with its head resting upon her bosom ; the more dangerous 
reptile knotted around her waist, its vertebrated tail hanging by 
her side, while its head, held in her hand, protruding through her 
fingers, exhibited a pair of eyes that scintillated like diamonds. 

On the head of Haj-Ewa was no other covering than that 

• literally, " erasy wife," from Bafa craey, and Etca or Awah, wife. Philologist* 
hare remarked the resemblance of this Muscogee word to the Hebraic name of tho 
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which nature had provided for it ; bat those thick black clusters 
afforded ample protection against sun and storm. On her feet 
she wore moccasins, but those were hidden by the long " hun- 
na," that reached to the ground. This was the only garment 
she wore. % It was profusely adorned with beads and embroidery 
— with the bright plumage of the green parroquet — the skin of 
the summer-duck, and the fur of yarious wild animals. It was 
fastened round her waist, though not by the girdle already de- 
scribed 

Truly, I might have felt terror, had this singular appearance 
been new to me. But I had seen all before — the green snake, 
and the crotalus, the long hanging tresses, the wild flash of that 
maniac eye — all before, all harmless, all innocuous — at least to 
me. I knew it, and had no fear. 

11 Haj-Ewa 1" I called out, as she advanced to where I was 
standing. 

11 1-e-ela I" * exclaimed she with a show of surprise. 

" Young Randolph ! war-chief among the pale faces 1 You 
have not then forgotten poor Haj-Ewa V 9 

" No, Ewa, I have not. What seek you here ? w 

" Yourself, little mico." 

" Seek me V 9 

" No — I have found you.'' 

" And what want you with me ?" 

" Only to save your life, your young of life, pretty mico — your 
fair life— your precious life— ah ! precious to her, poor bird of 
the forest ! Ah ! there was one precious to me — long, long ago. 
Ho, ho, ho ! 

why did I trust in a pale-faced lover? 

Ho, ho, ho ! 
Why did I meet him In the wild woods' cover? 

Ho, ho, ho ! 

• An oxprenion of aitonlthment, ntaally lengthened oat Into a tort of drawl. 
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Why did I Hat to hii lying tongue, 
That poisoned my heart when my life was young f 
Ho, ho, ho t * 

" Down, chitta mico !" f she cried, interrupting the strain, and ad- 
dressing herself to the rattlesnake, that at my presence had pro- 
traded his head, and was making demonstrations of rage — 
" down, 'great king of the serpents P tis a friend, though in 
the garb of an enemy— quiet, or I crush your head !" 

"I-e-ela 1" she exclaimed again, as if struck by some new 
thought ; " I waste time with my old songs ; he is gone, he is 
gone ! they cannot bring him back. Now, young mico, what 
came I for ? what came I for ? n 

As she uttered these interrogatives, she raised her hand to her 
head, as if to assist her memory. 

" Oh 1 now I remember. Halwuk.% I lose time. You may 

be killed, young mico — you may be killed, and then "Go ! 

begone, begone, begone ! back to the topekee.§ Shut yourself 
up ; keep among your people. : do not stray from your blue sol- 
diers ; do not wander in the woods ! Your life is in danger." 

All this was spoken in a tone of earnestness that astonished 
me. More than astonished, I began to feel some slight alarm, 
since I had not forgotten the attempted assassination of yester- 
day. Moreover, I knew that there were periods when this singu- 
lar woman was not positively insane. She had her lucid inter- 
vals, during which she both talked and acted rationally, and 
often with extraordinary intelligence. This might be one of 
those intervals. She might be privy to some scheme against my 
life, and had come, as she alleged, to defeat it. 

But who was my enemy or enemies ? and how could she have 
known of their design ? 

* Literally, Yes, yes, yes I 

t u Chief of the snakes "—the rattlesnake 1b to styled by the Semlnoles, being the mott 
remarkable serpent In their ooontry. They have a superstitions dread of this reptile, 
t It to bad. | Fort. 
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In order to ascertain this, I said to her : 

" I have no enemy, Ewa ; why should my life be in danger V 7 

44 1 tell you, pretty mico, it is — you have enemies. I-e-elah 1 
you do not know it ?" 

44 1 never wronged a red man in my life." 

44 Red — did I say red man 1 Cooree* pretty Randolph, there 
is not a red man in all the land of the Seminoles that would 
pluck a hair from your head. Oh ! if they did, what would say 
the Rising Sun ? He would consume them like a forest fire. 
Fear not the red men — your enemies are not of that colour." 

44 Ha ! not red men ? What, then V 

44 Some white — some yellow." 

44 Nonsense, Ewa 1 I have never given a white man cause to 
be my enemy." 

44 Chepawnte ! f you are but a young fawn, whose mother has 
not told it of the savage beasts that roam the forest There are 
wicked men who are enemies without a cause. There are some 
who seek your life, though you never did them wrong." 

14 But who are they ? And for what reason ?" 

14 Do not ask, chepawnee 1 There is not time. Enough if I 
tell you, you are owner of a rich plantation, where black men 
make the blue dye. You have a fair sister — very fair. Is she 
not like a beam from yonder moon ? And I was fair once— «o 
he said Ah 1 it is bad to be beautiful Ho, ho, ho ! 

Why did I trust in a pale-faced lover ? 

Ho, ho, ho I 
Why did I meet him 

44 Halwuk /" she exclaimed, again suddenly breaking off the 
strain : 4< I am mad ; but I remember. Go 1 begone ! I tell 
you, go : you are but an echochu%, and the hunters are upon 
your trail. Back to the topekee — go ! go !" 

t No. * Boy. % Fawn. 
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" I cannot, Ewa ; I am here for a purpose ; I most remain till 
some one comes." 

"Till some one comes ! halwuk ! they will come soon." 

"Who?" 

" Your enemies — they who would kill you ; and then the 
pretty doe will bleed — her poor heart will bleed : she will go 
mad — she will be like Haj-Ewa." 

" Whom do you speak of ?" 

" Of Hush 1 hush t hush ! It is too late — they come — 

they come ! see their shadows upon the water !" 

I looked, as Haj-Ewa pointed. Sure enough there were sha- 
dows upon the pond, just where I had seen hers. They were the 
figures of men — four of them. They were moving among the 
palm-trees, and along the ridge. 

In a few seconds the shadows disappeared. They who had 
been causing them had descended the slope, and entered among 
the timber. 

" It is too late now," whispered the maniac, evidently at that 
moment in full possession of her intellect. " You dare not go 
out into the open woods. They would see you — you must stay 
in the thicket. There !" continued she, grasping me by the wrist, 
and, with a powerful jerk, bringing me close to the trunk of the 
live oak : " this is your only chance. Quick — ascend 1 Conceal 
yourself among the moss. Be silent — stir not till I return. 
Hhddas P* 

And so saying, my strange counsellor stepped back under the 
shadow of the tree ; and, gliding into the umbrageous covert of 
the grove, disappeared from my sight. 

I had followed her directions, and was now ensconced upon 
one of the great limbs of the live oak — perfectly hidden from the 
eye* of any one below by festoons of the silvery tillandsia. These, 
hanging from branches still higher up, draped around me lik« a 



•lib good— It to wett, 
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set of gauze curtains, and completely enveloped my whole body ; 
while I myself had a view of the pond — at least, that side of it 
on which the moon was shining — by means of a small opening 
between the leaves. 

At first I fancied I was playing a very ridiculous rdk. The 
story about enemies, and my life being in danger, might, after 
all, be nothing more than some crazy fancy of the poor maniac's 
brain. The men, whose shadows I had seen, might be the chiefs 
on their return. They would reach the ground where I had ap- 
pointed to meet them, and not finding me there, would go back. 
What kind of report should I carry to head-quarters ? The thing 
was ridiculous enough — and for me, the result might be worse 
than ridiculous. 

Under these reflections, I felt strongly inclined to descend, and 
meet the men — whoever they might be — face to face. 

Other reflections, however, hindered me. The chiefs were 
only two — there were four shadows. True, the chiefs might be 
accompanied by some of their followers — for better security to 
themselves on such a traitorous mission — but I had noticed, as 
the shadows were passing over the pond — and notwithstanding 
the rapidity with which they moved — that the figures were not 
those of Indians. I observed no hanging drapery, nor plumes. 
On the contrary, I fancied there were hats upon their heads, such 
as are worn only by white men. It was the observation of this 
peculiarity that made me so ready to yield obedience to the soli- 
citations of Haj-ewa. 

Other circumstances had not failed to impress me : the strange 
assertions made by the Indian woman — her knowledge of events, 
and the odd allusions to well-known persons — the affair of yes- 
terday : all these, commingling in my mind, had the effect of de- 
termining me to remain upon my perch, at least for some minutes 
longer. I might be relieved from my unpleasant position sooner 
than I expected. 

Without motion, almost without breathing, I kept my seat, 
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my eyes carefully watching, and ears keenly bent to catch every 
sound. 

My suspense was brief. The acuteness of my eyes was reward- 
ed by a sight, and my ears by a tale, that caused my flesh to 
creep, and the blood to run cold in my veins. In five minutes' 
time, I was inducted into a belief in the wickedness of the human 
heart, exceeding in enormity all that I had ever read or heard of. 

Four demons filed before me— demons, beyond a doubt : their 
looks, which I noted well — their words, which I heard — their 
gestures, which I saw — their designs, with which I in that hour 
became acquainted — fully entitled them to the appellation. 

They were passing around the pond. I saw their faces, one 
after another, as they emerged into the moonlight. 

Foremost appeared the pale, thin visage of Arens Ringgold ; 
next, the sinister aquiline features of Spence ; and, after him, the 
broad brutal face of the bully Williams. 

There were/<wr — who was the fourth ? 

" Am I dreaming ? — Do my eyes deceive me ? Is it real ? Is 
it an illusion ? Are my senses gone astray — or is it only a re- 
semblance, a counterpart ? No — no — no I It is no counterpart, 
but the man himself ! — that black curling hair, that tawny skin, 
the form, the gait — all, all are his. O God ! it is Yellow Jake /" 



CHAPTER XXXIT. 

A PRETTY PLOT. 

To dispute the identity was to doubt the evidence of my sen- 
ses. The mulatto was before me — just as I remembered him — 
though with changed apparel, and perhaps grown a little bigger 
in body. But the features were the same — that tout ensemble 
the same as that presented by Yellow Jake, the ci devout wood- 
man of our plantation. 
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And yet how could it possibly be be ? And in tbe company of 
Arens Ringgold too, one of the most active of his intended exe- 
cutioners ? No, no, no ! altogether improbable — utterly impos- 
sible I Then must I be deluded — my eyes deceiving me — for as 
certain as I looked upon man, I was looking upon Jake the mul- 
atto I He was not twenty feet from where I lay hidden ; his 
face was full towards me ; the moon was shining upon it with a 
brilliancy Bcarcely inferior to the light of day. I could note the 
old expression of evil in his eyes, and mark the play of his fea- 
tures. It was Yellow Jake. 

To confirm the impression, I remembered that, notwithstand- 
ing all remonstrance and ridicule, the black pertinaciously adher- 
ed to his story. He would listen to no compromise, no hypothe- 
sis founded upon resemblance. He had seen Yellow Jake, or 
his ghost. This was his firm belief, and I had been unable to 
shake it. 

Another circumstance I now remember : the strange behaviour 
of the Ringgolds during the postprandial conversation — the ac- 
tion of Arens when I mentioned the mulatto's name. It had at- 
tracted my attention at the time, but what was I to think now ? 
Here was a man supposed to be dead, in company of three others 
who had been active in assisting at his death — one of them the 
very keenest of his executioners, and all four now apparently as 
thick as thieves I How was I to explain, in one moment, this 
wonderful resurrection and reconciliation ? 

I could not explain it — it was too complicated a mystery to be 
unravelled by a moment's reflection ; and I should have failed, 
had not the parties themselves soon after aided me to an elucida- 
tion. 

I bad arrived at the only natural conclusion, and this was, 
that the mulatto, notwithstanding the perfect resemblance, could 
not be Yellow Jake. This, of course, would account for every- 
thing, after a manner ; and had the four men gone away with- 
out parley, I should have contented myself with this hypothesis. 
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But they went not, until after affording me an opportunity of 
overbearing a conversation, which gave me to know, that, not 
only was Yellow Jake still in the land of the living, bnt that Haj- 
Ewa had spoken the truth, when she told me my life was in dan- 
ger. 

" D ! he's not here, and yet where can he have gone ?" 

The ejcaulation and interrogative were in the voice of Arens 
Ringgold, uttered in a tone of peevish surprise. Some one was 
sought for by the party who could not be found. Who that was, 
the next speaker made manifest. 

There was a pause, and then reached my ears the voice of Bill 
Williams — which I easily recognised, from having heard it but 
the day before. 

" You are sartint, Master Arens, he didn't sneak back to the 
fort 'long wi' the ginral ?" 

" Sure of it," replied " Master Arens ;" " I was by the gate as 
they came in. There were only the two — the general and the 
commissioner. But the question is, did he leave the hommock 
along with them? There's where we played devil's fool with the 
business — in not getting here in time, and watching them as they 
left But who'd have thought he was going to stay behind 

them ; if I had only known that You say," he continued, 

turning to the mulatto — " you say, Jake, you came direct from 
the Indian camp ? He couldn't have passed you on the path." 
11 Carajo ! Sthor Aren ! No f" 

The voice, the old Spanish expression of profanity, just as 1 
had heard them in my youth. If there had been doubt of 
the identity, it was gone. The testimony of my ears confirmed 
that of my eyes. The speaker was Yellow Jake. 

" Straight from Seminole come. Cat no pass me on the road ; 
I see her. Two chiefs me meet. I hide under the palmettoes ; 
they no me see. Carrambo ! no." 

" Deuce take it t where can he have gone ! There's no signs 
of him here. I know he might have a reason for paying a visit 
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to the Indians — that I know ; bat how has he got round there 
without Jake seeing him I" 

" What's to hinder him to hev goed round the tother road V 9 

" By the open plain ?" 

" Yes — that away." 

" No— he would not be likely. There's only one way I can 
explain it : he must have come as far as the gate along with the 
general, and then kept down the stockade, and past the sutler's 
house— that's likely enoughs 

This was said by Ringgold in a sort of half soliloquy. 

" Devils V 9 he exclaimed in an impatient tone, " we'll not get 
snch a chance soon again." 

" Ne'er a fear, Master Arens," said Williams — " ne'er a fear. 
Plenty o' chances, I kalkerlate — gobs o' chances sech times as 
these." 

" Well make chances," pithily added Spence, who now spoke 
for the first time in my hearing. 

" Ay, but here was a chance for Jake — he must do it, boys ; 
neither of you must have a hand in it. It might leak out ; and 
then we'd all be in a pretty pickle. Jake can do it, and not 
harm himself, for h£* dead, you know, and the law can't reach 
him I Isn't it so, my yellow boy ?" 

" Carrambo ! si, seftor. No fear have, Don Aren Ringgol ; 
'for long, I opportunty find. Jake you get rid of enemy — never 
hear more of him ; soon Yellow Jake good chance hare. Yes- 
terday miss. She bad gun, Don Aren — not worth shuck gum" 

" He has not yet returned inside the fort," remarked Ringgold, 
again speaking in a half soliloquy. " I think he has not. If no, 
then he should be at the camp. He must go back to-night. It 
may be after the moon goes down. He must cross the opeu 
ground in the darkness. You hear, Jake, what I am saying ?" 

"Si, sefior ; Jake hear all." 

" And you know how to profit by the hint, eh V 9 

" Carrambo ! 6i, sefior. Jake know." 
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" Well, then, we must return. Hear me, Jake — if n 

Here the voice of the speaker fell into a half whisper, and I 
could not hear what was said. Occasionally there were phrases 
muttered so loudly that I could catch their sound, and from what 
had already transpired, was enabled to apprehend something of 
their signification. I heard frequently pronounced the names of 
Yiola the quadroon, and that of my own sister ; the phrases — 
" only one that stands in our way n — " mother easily consent "■ — 
" when I am master of the plantation " — " pay you two hundred 
dollars." 

These, with others of like import, satisfied me that between 
the two fiends some contract for the taking of my life had already 
been formed ; and that this muttered dialogue was only a repe- 
tition of the terms of the hideous bargain I 

No wonder that the cold sweat was oozing from my temples, 
and standing in bead-like drops upon my brow. No wonder that 
I sat upon my perch shaking like an aspen — far less with fear 
than with horror at the contemplated crime — absolute horror. 
I might have trembled in a greater degree, but that my nerves 
were to some extent stayed by the terrible indignation that was 
swelling up within my bosom. 

I had sufficient command of my temper to remain silent ; it 
was prudent I did so ; had I discovered myself at that moment, 
I should never have left the ground alive. I felt certain of this, 
and took care to make no noise that might betray my pre- 
sence. 

And yet it was hard to hear four men coolly conspiring against 
one's life — plotting and bargaining it away like a piece of mer- 
chandise — each expecting some profit from the speculation ! 

My wrath was as powerful as my fears — almost too strong for 
prudence. There were four of them, all armed. I had sword 
and pistols ; but this would not have made me a match for four 
desperadoes such as they. Had there been only two of them — only 
Ringgold and the mulato — so desperate was my indignation, at 
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that moment, I should have leaped from the tree and risked the 
encounter coule qui coute. 

But I disobeyed the promptings of passion, and remained silent 
till they had moved away. 

I observed that Ringgold and his brace of bullies went towards 
the fort, while the mulatto took the direction of the Indian 
camp. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS. 

I stirred not till they were gone — till long after. In fact, 
my mind was in a state of bewilderment, that for some moments 
hindered me either from acting or thinking ; and I sat as if 
glued to the branch. Reflection came at length, and I began to 
speculate upon what I had just heard and seen. 

Was it a farce to frighten me ? No, no — they were not the 
characters of a farce — not one of the four ; and the reappear- 
ance of Yellow Jake, partaking as it did of the wild and super- 
natural, was too dramatic, too serious to form an episode in 
comedy. 

On the contrary, I had just listened to the prologue of an in- 
tended tragedy, of which I was myself to be the victim. Beyond 
doubt, these men had a design upon my life ! 

Four mien, too, not one of whom could charge me with ever 
having done him a serious injury. I knew that all four disliked 
me, and ever had — though Spence and Williams could have no 
other cause of offence than what might spring from boyish 
grudge— long forgotten by me ; but doubtless their motive 
was Ringgold's. As for the mulatto, I could understand his hos- 
tility ; though mistaken, it was of the deadliest kind. 
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Bat what was I to think of Arena Ringgold, the leader in this 
designed assassination ? A man of some education — my equal 
in social rank — a gentleman I 

Arens Ringgold — Arena Ringgold I How was I to explain 
it ? How account for conduct so atrocious, so fiendish ? 

1 knew that this young man liked me but little— of late less 
than ever. I knew the cause too. I stood in the way of his rela- 
tions with my sister — at least so thought he. And he had reason ; 
for, since my father's death, I had spoken more freely of family 
affairs. I had openly declared that, with my consent, he should 
never be my brother ; and this declaration had reached him. I 
could easily believe, therefore, that he was angry with me ; but 
auger that would impel a man to such demoniac purpose, I could 
not comprehend. 

And what meant those half-heard phrases — " one that stands 
in our way," " mother easily consent," " master of the planta- 
tion," coupled with the names of Viola and my sister ? What 
meant they ? 

I could give them but one, and that a terrible interpretation — 
too fearful to dwell upon. 

I could scarcely credit my senses, scarcely believe that I was 
not labouring under some horrid hallucination, some confusion 
of the brain produced by my having been en rapport with the 
maniac ! 

But no ; the moon had been over them — my eyes open upon 
them — my ears open, and could not havo deceived me. I saw 
what they did — I heard what they said. They designed to kill 
me I > t 

" Ho, ho, young mico, you may come down. The honowaw- 
hulwa * are gone. Hinklas ! Come down, pretty mico — down, 
down, down l w 

I hastened to obey, and stood once more in the presence of the 
mad queen. 



* Bad mou. 
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" Now you believe Haj-Ewa ? Have an enemy, young mico T 
Ho — four enemies. Your life in danger ? Ho ? ho ?" 

" Ewa, you have saved my life ; how am I to thank you for 
the service you have done me ?" 

" Be true to htr — true — true — true." 

11 To whom V 

" Great Spirit I he has forgotten her 1 False young mico ! 
false pale-face ! Why did I save him f Why did I not let his 
blood fall to the ground f " 

" Ewa 1" 

" Hulwak, kulwak ! Poor forest-bird 1 the beauty-bird of all ; 
her heart will sicken and die, her head will go mad." 

"Ewa, explain." 

" Hulwak ! better he should die than desert her. Ho, ho ! 
false pale-face, would that he had died before he broke poor 
Ewa's heart ; then Ewa would have lost only her heart ; but 
her head — her head, that is worse. Ho, ho, ho 1 

Why did I trust in a pale-faced lover t 

Ho, ho, ho! 
Why did I meet him M 

" Ewa," I exclaimed with an earnestness that caused the wo- 
man to leave off her wild song, " tell me 1 of whom do you 
speak V 9 

" Great Spirit, hear what he asks ! Of whom ? — of whom ? 
there is more than one. Ho, ho 1 there is more than oue, and 
the true one forgotten. Hulwak, hulwak ! what shall Ewa say ? 
What tale can Ewa tell ? Poor bird ! her heart will bleed, and 
her brain be crushed. Ho, ho ! There will be two Haj-Ewas — 
two mad queens of the Micosancs." 

" For Heaven's sake ! keep me not in suspense. Tell 
me, Ewa, good Ewa, of whom are. you speaking ? Is it n 

The name trembled upon my tongue ; I hesitated to pronounce 
it Notwithstanding that my heart was full of delightful hope, 
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from the confidence I felt of receiving an affirmative answer, I 
dreaded to put the question. 

Not a great while did I hesitate ; I had gone too far to re- 
cede. I had long waited to satisfy the wish of a yearning 
heart ; I could wait no longer. Ewa might give me the satis- 
satisfaction. I pronounced the words : 

"Isit^-MatimeeP 

The maniac gazed upon me for some moments without speak- 
ing. The expression of her eye I could not read ; for the last 
few minutes, it had been one of reproach and scorn. As I ut- 
tered the name, it changed to a look of bewilderment ; and then 
her glance became fixed upon me, as if searching my thoughts. 

" If it be Malimee, ,, I continued, without awaiting her reply — 
for I was now carried away by the ardour of my resuscitated 
passion — " if it be she, know, Ewa, that her I love — Matimee I 
love." 

" You love Matimee ? You still love Matimee f interrogated 
the maniac with startling quickness. 

" Ay, Ewa — by my life— by my n 

" Cooree, cooree ! swear not — his very oath. Hulwak I and he 
was false. Speak again, young mico ? say you love Matimee— 
say you are true, but do not swear." 

"True— true? 

" Hinklas F cried the woman in a loud and apparently joyful 
tone — " Hinklas ! the mico is true — the pretty pale-faced mico 
is true, and the haintctitz * will be happy." 

Ho, hot 
Now for the love, the sweet young love 

Under the tala\ tree. 
Who would not be like yonder dove— 
The wild little dove— 
The soft little dove— 

•The pretty ene. t Palm {Ckammroj* pa9m#o). 
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Sitting close by his mate in the shade of the grove— 
Go-cooing to his mate in the shade of the grove, 
With none to hear or see f 

"Down, chitta micoP 1 she exclaimed, once more addressing 
the rattlesnake ; " and yon, ocola chitta !* Be quiet both. It 
is not an enemy. Quiet, or I crash your heads P 

"Good Ewa" 

" Ho I yon call me good Ewa. Some day, yon may call me 
bad Ewa. Hear me I" she continued, raising her voice, and 
speaking with increased earnestness — "hear me, George Ran- 
dolph ! If ever yon are bad — false like him, like kirn, then 
Haj-Ewa will be your enemy ; chitta mico will destroy you. You 
will, my king of serpents ? you will ? Ho, ho, ho P 

As she spoke the reptile appeared to comprehend her, for its 
head was suddenly raised aloft, its bright basilisk eyes gleamed 
as though emitting sparks of fire — its forked, glittering tongue 
was protruded from its mouth, and the " skir-rr " of the rattles 
could be heard for some moments sounding continuously. 

14 Quiet 1 now quiet P said she, with a motion of her fingers, 
causing the serpent to resume its attitude of repose. " Not he, 
chitta I not he, thou king of the crawlers ! Quiet, I say P 

" Why do you threaten me, Ewa ? You have no cause." 

" Hinklas ! I believe it, fair mico, gallant mico ; true, I be- 
lieve it." 

" But, good Ewa, explain to me— tell me of" 

41 Cooree, oooret ! not now, not to-night. There is no time, 
chepawnee ! See ! look yonder to the west 1 Netk-hasse f is going 
to bed. You must be gone. You dare not walk in the dark- 
ness. You must get back to the topcket before the moon is hid 
—go, go, go P 

44 But I told you, Ewa, I had business here. I dare not leave 
till it is done." 

*Gf*tnsoak* t Tb# nlfhi ran-ttw moon. 
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" Hulwak ! there is danger then. What business, mico I 
Ah 1 I guess. See ! they come for whom you wait V 9 

" True — it is they, I believe.'' 

I said this, as I perceived the tall shadows of the two chiefs 
flitting along the further edge of the pond. 

" Be quick, then : do what you must, but waste not time. In 
the darkness you will meet danger. Haj-Ewa must be gone. 
Good night, young mico : good night." 

I returned the salutation ; and facing round to await the ar- 
rival of the chiefs, lost sight of my strange companion. 

The Indians soon came upon the ground, and briefly delivered 
their report. 

Holata Mico had struck his tents, and was moving away from 
the encampment. 

I was too much disgusted with these traitorous men to spend 
a moment in their company ; and, as soon as I had gained the 
required information, I hurried away from their presence. 

Warned by Haj-Ewa, as well as by the words of Arens King- 
gold, I lost no time in returning to the fort. The moon was still 
above the horizon ; and I had the advantage of her light to pro- 
tect me from being surprised by any sudden onset. 

I walked hastily, taking the precaution to keep in the open 
ground, and giving a wide berth to any covert that might shel- 
ter an assassin. 

I saw no one on the way, nor around the back of the stockade. 
On arriving opposite the gate of the fort, however, I perceived 
the figure of a man — not far from the sutler's store — apparent- 
ly skulking behind some logs. I fancied I knew the man ; I 
fancied he was the mulatto. 

I would have gone after him, and satisfied myself; but I had 
already hailed the sentinel, and given the countersign ; and I 
did not desire to cause a flurry among the guard — particularly 
as I had received injunctions to pass in as privately as possible. 

Another time, I should likely encounter this Jacob redvivus ; 
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when I should be less embarrassed, and perhaps hare a better 
opportunity of calling him and his diabolical associates to an 
account. With this reflection, I passed through the gate, and 
carried my report to the quarters of the commander-in-chief. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

IK NEED OF A FRIEND. 

To pass the night under the same roof with a man who in- 
tends to murder you is anything but pleasant, and repose under 
the circumstance, is next to impossible. I slept but little, and 
the little sleep I did obtain was not tranquil. 

Before retiring for the night, I had seen nothing of the Ring- 
golds, neither father nor son ; but I knew they were still in the 
fort, where they were to remain as guests a day or two longer. 
They had either gone to bed before my return, or were enter- 
. tained in the quarters of some friendly officer. At all events, 
they did not appear to me during the remainder of the night. 

Neither saw I aught of Spence and Williams. These worth- 
ies, if in the fort, would find a lodgment among the soldiers, but 
I did not seek them. 

Most of the night I lay awake, pondering on the strange in- 
cidents of the day, or rather upon that one episode that had 
made me acquainted with such deadly enemies. 

I was in a state of sad perplexity as to what course I should 
pursue — uncertain all night long ; and when daylight shone 
through the shutters, still uucertain. 

My first impulse had been to disclose the whole affair at head- 
quarters, and demand an investigation — a punishment. 

On reflection, this course would not do. What proofs could 
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I offer of so grave an accusation ? Only my own assertions, un- 
backed by any other evidence— unsustained even by probability 
— for who would have given credence to crime so unparalleled in 
atrocity? 

Though certain the assassins referred to me, I could not assert 
that they had even mentioned my name. My story would be 
treated with ridicule, myself perhaps with something worse. The 
Ringgolds were mighty men — personal friends both of the gene- 
ral and commissioner — and though known to be a little scoun- 
drelly and unscrupulous in worldly affairs, still holding the rank 
of gentlemen. It would need better evidence than I could offer 
to prove Arens Ringgold a would-be murderer. 

I saw the difficulty, and kept my secret. 

Another plan appeared more feasible— to accuse Arens Ring- 
gold openly before all, and challenge him to mortal combat. 
This, at least, would prove that I was sincere in my allegations. 

Bat duelling was against the laws of the service. It would 
require some management to keep clear of an arrest — which of 
course would frustrate the scheme before satisfaction could be ob- 
tained. I had my own thoughts about Master Arens Ringgold. 
I knew his courage was but slippery. He would be likely 
enough to play the poltroon ; but whether so or not, the charge 
and challenge would go some way towards exposing him. 

I had almost decided on adopting this course, though it was 
morning before I had come to any determination. 

I stood sadly in need of a friend ; not merely a second — for 
this I could easily procure— -but a companion in whom I could 
confide, and who might aid me by his counsel. As ill luck would 
have it, every officer in the fort was a perfect stranger to me. 
With the Ringgolds alone had I any previous acquaintance. 

In my dilemma, I thought of one whose advice might stand 
me in good stead, and I determined to seek it. Black Jake was 
the man — he should be my counsellor. 

Shortly after daylight the brave fellow was by my side. I 
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told him all. He appeared very little surprised. Some suspicion 
of such a plot had already taken possession of his mind, and it 
was his intention to have revealed it to me that very morning. 
Least of all did he express surprise about Yellow Jake. That 
was bnt the confirmation of a belief, which he entertained already, 
without the shadow of a doubt. He knew positively that the 
mulatto was living — still more, he had ascertained the mode by 
which the latter had made his almost miraculous escape. 

And yet it was simple enough. The alligator had seized him, 
as was supposed ; but the fellow had the adroitness to tf job w 
its eyes with the knife, and thus cause it to let go its hold. He 
had followed the example of the young Indian, using the same 
weapon 1 

This occurred under water, for the mulatto was a good diver. 
His limbs were lacerated — hence the blood — but the wounds did 
not signify, nor did they hinder him from making further efforts 
to escape. 

He took care not to rise to the surface until after swimming 
under the bank ; there, concealed by the drooping branches, he 
had glided out, and climbed up into a live oak — where the moss 
sheltered him from the eyes of his vengeful pursuers. Being en- 
tirely naked, there was no sign left by dripping garments, to be- 
tray him ; besides, the blood upon the water had proved his Maid. 
On seeing that, the hunters were under the full belief that he 
had " gone under," and therefore took but little pains to search 
further. 

Such was Black Jake's account of this affair. He had obtain- 
ed it the envening before from one of the friendly Indians at the 
fort/who professed to have the narration from the mulatto's own 
lips. 

There was nothing improbable in the story, but the contrary. 
In all likelihood, it was strictly true ; and it at once dispersed 
the half-dozen mysteries that had gathered in my mind. 

The black had received other information. The runaway had 
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taken refuge with one of the half-negro tribes established amid 
the swamps that envelop the head waters of the Amazura. He 
had found favour among his new associates, had risen to be a 
chief, and now passed under the cognomen of the " Mulatto- 
mica" 

There was still a little mystery : how came he and Arena 
Ringgold in " cahoot ?" 

After all, there was not much puzzle in the matter. The 
planter had no particular cause for hating the runaway. His 
activity during the scene of the baffled execution was all a sham. 
The mulatto had more reason for resentment ; but the loves or 
hates of such men are easily set aside — where self-interest inter- 
feres — and can, at any time, be commuted for gold. 

No doubt, the white villain had found the yellow one of ser- 
vice in some base undertaking, and vict versct. At all events, it 
was evident that the " hatchet had been buried " between them, 
and their present relations were upon the most friendly footing. 

" Jake !" said I, coming to the point on which I desired to 
hear his opinion, "what about Arena Ringgold — shall I call 
him out ?" 

" Golly, Massr George, he am out long 'go — I see urn 'bout, 
dis two hour an' more— dat ar bossy doant sleep berry sound — 
he hant got de good conscience, I reck'n." 

".Oh ! that is not what I mean, my man." 

" Wha — what massr mean ?" % • 

" To call him out — challenge him to fight me." 

" Whaugh 1 massr, d'you mean to say a dewel ob sword an 9 
pistol v 

" Swords, pistols, or rifles — I care not which weapon he may 
choose." ¥ 

" Gorramity ! Massr George, don't talk ob such a thing. 
Lordy ! no— you hab moder — you hab sister. 'Spose you get 
kill — who know — tha bullock he sometime kill tha butcha— den, 
Massr George, no one lef— who lef take care on ya moder f — 

9 
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who be guardium ob ya sister Vagin ? who 'tect Viola — who 
'tect all ob as from dese bad bad men f Gorramity I massr, let 
um lone — doant call 'im out \" 

At that moment, I was myself called oat. The earnest appeal 
was interrupted by the braying of bugles and the rolling of 
drums, announcing the assembling of the council ; and without 
waiting to reply to the disinterested remonstrance of my com- 
panion, I hastened to the scene of my 1 duties. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE FINAL ASSEMBLY. 

The spectacle of yesterday was repeated : the troops in serried 
lines of blue and steel — the officers in full uniform with shining 
epaulettes — in the centre the staff grouped around the general, 
close buttoned and of brilliant sheen ; fronting these the half 
circle of chiefs, backed by concentric lines of warriors, plumed, 
painted, and picturesque — horses standing near, some neighing 
under ready saddles, some picketed and quietly browning — In- 
dian women in their long hunnas, hurrying to and fro — boys and 
babes at play upon the grass — flags waving above the soldiers 
— banners and pennons floating oyer the heads of the red war- 
riors — drums beating — bugles braying ; such was the array. 

Again the spectacle was imposing, yet scarcely so much as 
that of the preceding day. The eye at once detected a deficiency 
in the circle of the chiefs, and nearly half of the warriors were 
wanting. The assemblage no longer impressed you with the 
idea of a multitude — it was only a respectable crowd, with room 
enough for all to gather close around the council. 

The absence of many chiefs was at once perceived. King 
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Onopa was not there. The coronet of British brass — lackered 
symbol of royalty, yesterday conspicuous in the centre— was no 
longer to be seen. Holato Mico was missing, with other leaders 
of less noto ; and the thinness in the ranks of the common war- 
riors showed that these chiefs had taken their followers along 
with them. Most of the Indians on the ground appeared to be 
of the clans of Omatla, " Black Dirt," and Ohala. 

Notwithstanding the fewness of their following, I saw that 
Hoitle-mattee, Arpiucki, negro Abram, and the dwarf were pre- 
sent. Surely these stayed not to sign ? 

I looked for Osceola. It was not difficult to discover one so 
conspicuous, both in figure and feature. He formed the last link 
in the now contracted curve of the chiefs. He was lowest in 
rank, but this did not signify, as regarded his position. Per- 
haps he had placed himself there from a feeling of modesty — a 
well known characteristic of the man. He was in truth the very 
youngest of the chiefs, and by birthright entitled to a smaller 
command than any present ; but, viewing him as he stood — 
even at the bottom of the rank— one could not help fancying that 
he was the head of all. 

As upon the preceding day, there was no appearance of bra- 
vado about him. His attitude, though stately and statuesque, 
was one of perfect ease. His arms were folded over his full 
chest — his weight resting on one limb, the other slightly retired 
— his features in repose, or now and then lit up by an expression 
rather of gentleness. He seemed the impersonation of an Apol- 
lo — or, to speak less mythologically, a well-behaved gentleman 
waiting for some ceremony, of which he was to be a simple 
spectator. As yet, nothing had transpired to excite him ; no 
words had been uttered to rouse a spirit that only seemed to 
slumber. 

Ere long, that attitude of repose would pass away — that soft . 
smile would change to the harsh frown of passion. 

Gazing upon his face, one could hardly fancy such a trans- 
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formation possible, and yet a elose observer might. It was like 
the placid sky that precedes the storm — the calm ocean that in a 
moment may be convulsed by the sqnall — the conchant lion that 
on the slightest provocation may be roused to ungovernable rage. 

During the moments that preceded the inauguration of the 
council, I kept my eyes upon the young chief. Other eyes were 
regarding him as well j he was the cynosure of many, but mine 
was a gaze of peculiar interest. 

I looked for some token of recognition, but received none — 
neither nod nor glance. Once or twice, his eye fell upon me, but 
passed on to some one else, as though I was but one among the 
crowd of his pale-faced adversaries. He appeared not to remem- 
ber me. Was this really so ? or was it, that his mind, pre-occu- 
pied with great thoughts, hindered him from taking notice f 

I did not fail to cast my eyes abroad— over the plain — to the 
tents — towards the groups of loitering women. I scanned their 
forms, one after another. 

I fancied I saw the mad queen in their midst — a centre of in- 
terest. I had hopes that her protigie might be near, but no. 
None of the figures satisfied my eye : they were all too squaw- 
like — too short or too tall — too corpulent or too maigre. She 
was not there. Even under the loose hunna I should have 
recognized her splendid form — if still unchanged. 

If— the hypothesis excites your surprise. Why changed, you 
ask ? Growth ? — development ? — maturity f Rapid in this 
southern clime is the passage from maiden's form to that of 
matron. 

No ; not that, not that. Though still so young, the undulat- 
ing outlines had already shown themselves. When I last looked 
upon her, her stature had reached its limits ; her form exhibited 
the bold curve of Hogarth, so characteristic of womanhood 
complete. Not that did I fear. 

And what then ? The contrary f Change from attenuation 
— from illness or grief ? Nor this. 
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I cannot explain the suspicions that racked me — sprang from 
a stray speech. That jay bird, that yestreen chattered so gaily, 
had poured poison into my heart. Bat no ; it could not be 
Maiimee ? She was too innocent. Ah 1 why do I rave f There 
is no guilt in love, If true — if she — hers was not crime ; he 
alone was the guilty one. 

I have ill described the torture I experienced, consequent 
upon my unlucky " eaves-dropping." During the whole of the 
preceding day, it had been a source of real suffering. I was 
in the predicament of one who had, heard too much, and to 
little. 

You will scarcely wonder that the words of Haj-Ewa cheered 
me ; they drove the unworthy suspicion out of my mind, and in- 
spired me with fresh hopes. True, she had mentioned no name 
till I myself had pronounced it ; but to whom could her speech 
refer ? " Poor bird of the forest — her heart will bleed and 
break." She spoke of the " Rising Sun :" that was Osceola, 
who could the " haintclitz n be ? who but Maumee ? 

It might be but a tale of bygone days — a glimpse of the past 
deeply impressed upon the brain of the maniac, and still living 
in her memory. This was possible. Haj-Ewa had known us in 
these days, had often met us in our wild wood rambles, had even 
been with us upon the island — for the mad queen could paddle 
her canoe with skill, could ride her wild steed, could go anywhere, 
went everywhere. 

It might only be a souvenir of these happy days that caused 
her to speak as she had done— in the chaos of her intellect, mis* 
taking the past for the present. Heaven forbid I 

The thought troubled me, but not long ; for I did not long 
entertain it. I clung to the pleasanter belief. Her words were 
sweet as honey, and formed a pleasing counterpoise to the fear 
I might otherwise have felt, on discovering the plot against my 
life. With the knowledge that Maiimee once loved — still loved 
me — I could brave dangers a hundred-fold greater than that. It 
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is but a weak heart that would not be gallant under the influence 
of love. Encouraged by the smiles of a beautiful mistress, even 
cowards can be brave. Arens Ringgold was standing by my side. 
Entrained in the crowd, our garments touched ; we conversed 
together I 

He was even more polite to me than was his wont — more 
friendly! His speech scarcely betrayed the habitual cynicism 
of his nature ; though, whenever I looked him in the face, his 
eye quailed, and his glance sought the ground. 

For all that, he had no suspicion — not the slightest— that I 
knew I was side by side with the man who designed to murder 
me. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

CASHIERING THE CHIEFS. 

To-day the commissioner showed a bolder front. A bold part 
had he resolved to play, but he felt sure of success ; and conse- 
quently there was an air of triumph in his looks. He regarded 
the chiefs with the imperious glance of one determined to com- 
mand them ; confident they would yield obedience to his wishes. 

At intervals his eye rested upon Osceola with a look of pecu- 
liar significance, at once sinister and triumphant. I was in the 
secret of that glance : I guessed its import ; I knew that it 
boded no good to the young Seminole chief. Could I have ap- 
proached him at that moment, I should have held duty but 
lightly, and whispered in his ear a word of warning. 

I was angry with myself that I had not thought of this be- 
fore. Haj-Ewa could have borne a message on the previous 
night ; why did I not send it ? My mind had been too full. 
Occupied with my own thoughts, I had not thought of the dan- 
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ger that threatened my friend — for in this light I still regarded 
Powell. ' 

I had no exact knowledge of what was meant ; though, from 
the conversation I had overheard, I more than half divined the 
commissioner's purpose. Upon some plea, Osceola was to be 
arrested. 

A plea was needed ; the outrage could not be perpetrated 
without one. Even the reckless agent might not venture upon 
such a stretch of power without plausible pretext ; and how was 
this pretext to be obtained f 

The withdrawal of Onopa and the " hostiles," while Omatla 
with the " friendlies " remained, had given the agent the oppor- 
tunity. Osceola himself was to fwrmsh the plea. 

Would that I could have whispered in hi* ear one word of 
caution I 

It,was too late : the toils had been laid — the trap set ; and 
the noble game was about to enter it It was too late for me to 
warn him. I must stand idly by — spectator to an act of injus- 
tice — a gross violation of right 

A table was placed in front of the ground occupied by the gen- 
eral and staff ; the commissioner stood immediately behind it. 
Upon this table was an inkstand with pens ; while a broad 
parchment, exhibiting the creases of many folds, was spread out 
till it occupied nearly the whole surface. This parchment was 
the treaty of the Oclawaha. 

" Yesterday," began the commissioner, without further pre- 
amble, " we did nothing but talk — to-day we are met to act. 
This," said he, pointing to the parchment, " is the treaty of 
Payne's Landing. I hope you have all considered what I said 
yesterday, and are ready to sign it ?" « 

" We have considered," replied Omatla for himself and -those 
of his party. " We are ready to sign." 

"Onopa is head chief," suggested the commissioner; "let 
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him sign first. Where is Miconopa V 9 he added, looking around 
the circle with feigned surprise. 

" The mico-mico is not here." 

41 And why not here ? He should have been here. Why is 
he absent ?" 

" He is sick — he is not able to attend the council." 

11 That is a lie, Jumper. Miconopa is shamming — you know 
he Is." 

The dark brow of Hoitle-mattee grew darker at the insult, 
while his body quivered with rage. A grunt of disdain was all 
the reply he made, and folding his arms, he drew back into his 
former attitude. v 

" Abram 1 you are Miconopa's private counseller — you know 
his intentions. Why has he absented himself ?" 

" Massr Oinral 1" replied the black in broken English, and 
speaking without mnch show of respect for his interrogator, 
11 how shed ole Abe know the Mention of King Nopy ? The 
mico no tell me ebberting — he go he please — he come he please 
— he great chief ; he no tell nobody his 'tention." 

" Does he intend to sign ?" Say yes or no." 

" No, den 1" responded the interpreter, in a firm voice, as if 
forced to the answer. " That much ob his mind Abe do know 
He no 'tend to sign that ar dockament. He say no, no." 

" Enough !" cried the commissioner in a loud voice — 
" enough 1 Now hear me, chiefs and warriors of the Seminole 
nation ! I appear before you armed with a power from your 
Great Father the President — he who is chief of us all. That 
power enables me to punish for disloyalty and disobedience ; and 
I now exercise that right upon Miconopa. He is no longer king of 
the Seminoles /" 

This unexpected announcement produced an effect upon the 
audience similar to that of an electric shock. It started the 
chiefs and warriors into new attitudes, and all stood looking 
eagerly at the speaker. But the expression upon their faces 
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was not of like import — it varied much. Some showed signs of 
anger as well as surprise. A few appeared pleased, while 
the majority evidently received the announcement with incredu- 
lity. 

Surely the commissioner was jesting ? How could he make or 
unmake a king of the Seminoles ? How could the Great Father 
himself do this ? The Seminoles were a free nation ; they were 
not even tributary to the whites — under no political connection 
whatever. They themselves could alone elect their king — they 
only could depose him. Surely the commissioner was jesting ? 

Not at all. In another moment, they perceived he was in 
earnest. Foolish as was the project of deposing King Onopa, 
he entertained it seriously. He had resolved to carry it into 
execution ; and as far as decrees went, he did so without further 
delay. 

" Omatla I you have been faithful to your word and your 
honour ; you are worthy to head a brave nation. From this 
time forth, you are King of the Seminoles. Our Great Father, 
and the people of the United States, hail you as such ; they 
will acknowledge no other. Now — let the signing proceed." 

At a gesture from the commissioner, Omatla stepped forward 
to the table, and taking the pen in his hand, wrote his name 
upon the parchment. 

The act was done in perfect silence. But one voice broke the 
deep stillness — one word only was heard uttered with angry as- 
pirate ; it was the word " traitor." 

I looked round to discover who had pronounced it ; the hiss 
was still quivering upon the lips of Osceola ; while his eye was 
fixed on Omatla with a glance of ineffable scorn. 

" Black Crazy Clay " next took the pen, and affixed his sig- 
nature, which was done by simply making his " mark." 

After him follower Ohala, Itolasse Omatla, and about a dozen 
— all of whom were known as the chiefs that favoured the 
scheme of removal 

9* 
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The hostile chiefs — whether by accident or design I know not 
— stood together, forming the left wing of the semicircle. It was 
now their turn to declare themselves. 

Hoitle-mattee was the first about whose signing the commis- 
sioner entertained any doubt. There was a pause, significant 
of apprehension. 

" It is your turn, Jumper," said the latter at length, address- 
ing the chief by his English name. 

" You may jimp me, then," replied the eloquent and witty 
chief, making a jest of what he meant for earnest as well. 

" How ? you refuse to sign ?" 

" Hoitle-mattee does not write." 

" It is not necessary ; your name is already written ; you haye 
only to place your finger upon it." 

I might put my finger on the wrong place." 

M You can sign by making a cross," continued the agent, still 
in hopes that the chief would consent. 

" We Seminoles have but little liking for the cross ; we had 
enough of it in the days of the Spaniards. Hidwak /" 

" Then you positively refuse to sign 1" 

" Ho ! Mister Commissioner does it surprise you ?" 

" Be it so, then. Now hear what I have to say to you." 

" Hoitle-mattee's ears are as open as the commissioner's 
mouth," was the sneering rejoinder. 

" I depose Hoitle-mattee from the chieftainship of his clan. 
The Great Father will no longer recognize him as chief of the 
Seminoles." 

" Ha, ha, ha 1" came the scornful laugh in reply. " Indeed — 
indeed t And tell me," he asked, still continuing to laugh, and 
treating with derision the solemn enunciation of the commission- 
er, " of whom am I to be chief, General Thompson." 

" I have pronounced," said the agent, evidently confused and 
nettled by the ironical manner of the Indian ; " you are no 
more a chief — we will not acknowledge you as one." 
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" But my people ? — what of them ?" asked the other in a fine 
tone of irony ; " have they nothing to say in this matter ?" 

" Your people will act with reason. They will listen to their 
Great Father's advice. They will no longer obey a leader who 
has acted without faith." 

" You say truly, agent," replied the chief, now speaking seri- 
ously. " My people will act with reason, but they will also act 
with patriotism and fidelity. Do not flatter yourself on the po- 
tency of our Great Father's advice. If it be given as a father's 
counsel, they will listen to it ; if not, they will shut their ears 
against it. As to your disposal of myself, I only laugh at the 
absurdity of the act. I treat both act and agent with scorn. 
I have no dread of your power. I have no fear of the loyalty 
of my people. Sow dissension among them as you please ; you 
have been successful elsewhere in making traitors " — here the 
speaker glared towards Omatla and his warriors — " but I disre- 
gard your machinations. There is not a man in my tribe that 
will turn his back upon Hoitle-mattee — not one." 

The orator ceased speaking, and, folding his arms, fell back 
into an attitude of silent defiance. He saw that the commission- 
er had done with him, for the latter was now appealing to Abram 
for his signature. 

The black's first answer was a decided negative — simply " No." 
When urged to repeat his refusal, he added : 

« No — by Jovah ! I nebber sign the d-^ — paper— nebber. 
Dat's enuf — aint it, Bossy Thompson ?" 

Of course, this put an end to the appeal, and Abram was 
" scratched" from the list of chiefs. 

Arpiucki Mowed next, and "Cloud" and the "Alligator," 
and then the dwarf Poshalla. All these refused their signa- 
tures, and were in turn formally deposed from their dignities. 
So, likewise, were Holata Mico and others who were absent. 

Most of the chiefs only laughed as they listened to the whole- 
sale cashiering. It was ludicrous enough to hear this puny office- 
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holder of an hour pronounce edicts with all the easy freedom of 
an emperor 1* 

Poshala, the last who had been disgraced, laughed like the 
others ; but the dwarf had a bitter tongue, and could not re- 
frain from a rejoinder. 

" Tell the fat agent," cried he to the intrepreter — " tell him 
that I shall be chief of the Seminoles when the rank weeds are 
growing over his great carcass — ha, ha l n 

The rough speech was not carried to the ears of the commis- 
sioner. He did not even hear the scornful cachinnation that fol- 
lowed it, for his attention was now entirely occupied with 
one individual — the youngest of the chiefs — the last in the line — 
Osceola. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THI SIGNATURE OF 08GEOLA. 

Up to this moment the young chief had scarcely spoken ;onIy 
when Charles Omatla took hold of the pen he had hissed out 
the word traitor. 

He had not remained all the time in the same attitude, neither 
had his countenance shown him indifferent to what was passing. 
There was no constraint either in his gestures or looks — no air 
of affected stoicism — for this was not his character. He bad 
laughed at the wit of Jumper, and applauded the patriotism of 
Abram and the others, as heartily as he had frowned disappro- 
val of the conduct of the traitors. 



• The United States gorernmont afterwards dfeapproYed of this absurd dethronement 
of the ehiefr ; bat there Is no doubt that Thompson acted under secret Instructions from 
the President. 
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It was now his turn to declare himself, and he stood, *ith 
modest mien, in the expectation of being asked. All the others 
had been appealed to by name— for the names of all were well 
known to the agent and his interpreters. 

I need hardly state that at this crisis silence was on tip-toe. 
Throughout the ranks of the soldiery — throughout the crowd of 
warriors — everywhere — there was a moment of breathless expec- 
tancy, as if every individual upon the ground was imbued with 
the presentiment of a scene. 

For my part I felt satisfied that an explosion was about to take 
place ; and, like the rest, I stood spell-bound with expectation. 

The commissioner broke the silence with the words : 

" At last we have come to you, Powell. Before proceeding 
further, let me ask — Are you acknowledged as a chief?" 

There was insult in the tone, the manner, the words. It was 
direct and intended, as the countenance of the speaker clearly 
showed. There was malice in his eye — malice mingled with the 
confidence of prospective triumph. 

The interrogation was irrelevant, superfluous. Thompson 
knew well that Powell was a chief — a sub-chief, it is true, but 
still a chief — a war-chief of the Redsticks, the most warlike tribe 
of the nation. The question was put for mere provocation. The 
agent tempted an outburst of that temper that all knew to be 
none of the gentlest. 

Strange to say, the insult failed in its effect, or it seemed so. 
They who expected an angry answer were doomed to disappoint- 
ment. Osceola made no reply. Only a peculiar smile was ob»* 
served upon his features. It was not of anger, nor yet of scorn : 
it was rather a smile of silent, lordly contempt — the look which 
a gentleman would bestow upon a blackguard who is abusing 
him. Those who witnessed it were left under the impression that 
the young chief regarded his insulter as beneath the dignity of a 
reply, and the insult too gross, as it really was, to be answered. 
Such impression had I, in common with others around me. 
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Osceola's look, might have silenced the commissioner, or, at 
least, have caused him to have changed his tactics, had he been 
at all sensitive to derision. But no — the vulgar soul of the ple- 
beian official was closed against shame, as against justice ; and 
without regarding the repulse, he pressed on with his plan. 

"I ask, are you a chief?" continued he, repeating the in- 
terrogatory in a still more insulting tone. " Have you the right 
to sign V 

This time his questions were answered, and by a dozen voices 
at once. Chieftains in the ring, and warriors who stood behind 
it; shouted in reply : 

" The Rising Sun ? — a chief ! He is a chief. He has the right 
to sign." 

" Why call his right in question ?" inquired Jumper, with a 
sneering laugh. " Time enough when he wishes to exercise it. 
He is not likely to do that now." 

" But I am," said Osceola, addressing himself to the orator, 
and speaking with marked emphasis. " I have the right to sign 
— I shall sign. 

It is difficult to describe the effect produced by this unex- 
pected avowal. The entire audience— white men as well as red 
men — was taken by surprise ; and for some moments there was 
a vibratory movement throughout the assembly, accompanied by 
a confused murmur of voices. Exclamations were heard on all 
sid-'S — cries of varied import, according to the political bias of 
those who uttered them. All, however, betokened astonishment ; 
with some, in tones of joy ; with others, in the accents of cha- 
grin or anger. Was it Osceola who had spoken ? Had they 
heard aright ? Was the " Rising Sun " so soon to sink behind 
the clouds ? After all that had transpired — after all he had pro- 
mised — was he going to turn traitor ? 

Such questions passed rapidly among the hostile chiefs and 
warriors ; while those of the opposite party could scarcely con- 
ceal their delight. All knew that the signing of Osceola would 
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end the affair ; and the removal become a matter of coarse. 
The Omatlas would have nothing more to fear ; the hostile war- 
riors, who had sworn it might still resist ; bnt there was no 
leader among them who could bind the patriots together as Os- 
ceola had done. With this defection the spirit of resistance 
would become a feeble thing ; the patriots might despair. 

Jumper, Cloud, Goa Hajo, and Abrara, Arpiucki and the 
dwarf, seemed all equally stricken with astonishment. Osceola 
— he on whom they had reposed their fullest confidence — the 
bold designer of the opposition — the open foe to all who had 
hitherto advocated the removal — he, the pure patriot in whom 
all had believed — whom all had trusted, was now going to de- 
sert them — now, in the eleventh hour, when his defection would 
be fatal to their cause. 

"He haa been bribed," said they. "His patriotism has 
been all a sham : his resistance a cheat. He has been bought 
by the agent 1 He haa been acting for him all along. Holy- 
waugus!_ Isterkidwa-stchay. * Tis a treason blacker than 
Omatla's \" 

Thus muttered the chiefs to one another, at the same time 
eyeing Osceola with the fierce look of tigers. 

With regard to Powell's defection, I did not myself know 
what to make of it. He had declared his resolution to sign the 
treaty ; what more was needed ? That he was ready to do so 
was evident from his attitude ; he seemed only to wait for the 
agent to invite him. 

As to the commissioner being a party to this intention, I knew 
he was nothing of the kind. Any one who looked in hiaface, at 
that moment, would have acquitted him of all privity to the act. 
He was evidently as much astonished by Osceola's declaration 
as any one upon the ground, or even more so ; in fact, he seemed 
bewildered by the unexpected avowal ; so much so, that it was 
some time before he could make rejoinder. 

• Bad man— villain. 
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He at length stammered oat : 

" Very well, Osceola 1 Step forward here, and sign then." 

Thompson's tone was changed ; he spdke soothingly. A new 
prospect was before him. Osceola would sign, and thus agree 
to the removal. The business upon which the supreme govern- 
ment had deputed him would thus be accomplished, and with a 
dexterity that would redound to his own credit. " Old Hick- 
ory " would be satisfied ; and then what next ? what next ? Not 
a mission to a mere tribe of savages, but an embassy to some 
high court of civilization. He might yet be ambassador ? per- 
haps to Spain ? 

Ah 1 Wiley Thompson 1 thy castles in the air (ch&teaux en 
Espagne) were soon dissipated. They fell as suddenly as they 
had been built ; they broke down like a house of cards. 

Osceola stepped forward to the table, and bent over it, as if 
to scan the words of the document. His eyes ran rapidly 
across the parchment ; he seemed to be searching for some par- 
ticular place. 

He found it — it was a name — he read it aloud : " Charles 
Omatla." 

Raising himself erect, he faced the commissioner ; and, in a 
tone of irony, asked the latter if he still desired him to sign. 

" You have promised, Osceola." - 

11 Then will I keep my promise." 

As he spoke the words, he drew his long Spanish knife from 
its sheath, and raising it aloft, struck the blade through the 
parchment till its point was deep buried in the wood. 

That is my signature I" cried he, as he drew forth the steel. 
" See, Omatla ! it is through your name. Beware, traitor ! Undo 
what you have done, or its blade may yet pass through your heart! 

" Oh ! that is what he meant," cried the commissioner, rising 
in rage. " Oood. I was prepared for this insolence — this out- 
rage. General Clinch 1 — I appeal to you — your soldiers — seize 
upon bin — arrest him I" 
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These broken Bpeeches I h^ard amidst the confusion of voices. 
I heard Clinch issne some hurried orders to an officer who stood 
near. I saw half a dozen files separate from the ranks, and 
rush forward ; I saw them cluster around Osceola — who the 
next moment was in their grasp. 

Not till several of the bine-coated soldiers were sent sprawl- 
ing over the ground ; not till guns had been thrown aside, and 
a dozen strong men had fixed their gripe upon him, did the young 
chief give over his desperate struggles to escape ; and then ap- 
parently yielding, he stood rigid and immobile, as if his frame had 
been iron. 

It was an unexpected denouement — alike unlooked for by 
either white men or Indians. It was a violent proceeding, and 
altogether unjustifiable. This was no court whetee judge had the 
right to arrost for contempt. It was a council, and even the in- 
solence of an individual could not be punished without the con- 
currence of both parties. General Thompson had exceeded his 
duty — he had exercised a power arbitrary as illegal. 

The scene that followed was so confused as to defy descrip- 
tion. The air was rent with loud ejaculations ; the shouts of 
men, the screams of the women, the cries of children, the yells 
of the Indian warriors, fell simultaneously upon the ear. There 
was no attempt at rescue — that would have been impossible in 
the presence of so many troops — so many traitors ; but the pat- 
riot chiefs, as they hurried away from the ground, gave out theur» ♦ ^_ 
wild ' Yo-ho-ehee ' — the gathering war-word of the SemincM^ * 
nation — that in every utterance promised retaliation and iffP*^ 
venge. 

The soldiers commenced dragging Osceola inside the fort. 

" Tyrant I" cried he, fixing his eye upon the commissioner, 
" you have triumphed by treachery ; but fancy not that this 
is the end of it. You may imprison Osceola — hang him, if you 
will — but think not that his spirit will die. No ; it will Jjve, 
and cry aloud for vengeance. It speaks I Hear ye yonder sounds ? 
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Know ye the ' war-cry ' of the Redsticks ? Mark it well ; for 
it is not the last time it will ring in your ears. Ho — yo-ho-ehet ! 
yo-Ao-ehee ! Listen to it, tyrant I it is your death-knell — it is 
your death-knell I" 

While giving utterance to these wild threats, the young chief 
was drawn through the gate, and hurried off to the guard-house 
within the stockade. 

As I followed amid the crowd, some one touched me on the 
arm, as if to draw my attention. Turning, I beheld Haj-Ewa. 

" To-night, by the we-wa," * said she, speaking so as not to 
be heard by those around. "There will be shadows — more 
shadows upon the water. Perhaps n 

I did not hear more ; the crowd pressed us apart ; and when 
I looked again, the mad queen had moved away from the spot. 



* 



CHAPTER XL. 

"FIGHTING GALLAGHER." 

The prisoner was confined in a strong, windowless block- 
house. Access to him would be easy enough, especially to those 
who wore epaulets. It was my design to visit him ; but, for 
certain reasons, I forbore putting it in execution, so long as day- 
ight lasted. I was desirous that my interview should be as pri- 
vate as possible and therefore waited for the night. 

I was influenced by other reasons ; my hands were full of bus- 
iness ; I had not yet done with Arens Ringgold. 

I had a difficulty in deciding how to act. My mind was a 
chaos of emotions ; hatred for the conspirators— indignation at 
the unjust behaviour of the agent towards Osceola — love for 

• Spring, pond, or water. 
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Miiamee— now fond and trusting — anon doubting and jealous. 
Amid such confusion, how could I think with clearness ? 

Withal, one of these emotions had precedence — anger against 
the villain who intended to take my life was at that moment the 
strongest passion in my breast. 

Hostility so heartless, so causeless, so deadly, had not failed 
to imbue me with a keen desire for vengeance ; and I resolved 
to punish my enemy at all hazards. 

He only, whose life has been aimed at by an assassin, can un- 
derstand the deadly antipathy I felt towards Arens Ringgold. 
An open enemy, who acts under the impulse of anger, jealousy, 
or fancied wrong, you may respect. Even the two white 
wretches, and the yellow runaway, I regarded only with con- 
tempt, as tools pliant for any purpose ; but the arch-conspirator 
himself I now both hated and despised. So acute was my sense 
of injury, that I could not permit it to pass without some act of 
retaliation, some effort to punish my wronger. 

But how ? Therein lay the uncertainty ? How ? A duel ? 

I could think of no other way. The criminal was still in- 
side the law. I could not reach him, otherwise than by my own 
arm. 

I well weighed the words of my sable counsellor ; but the 
faithful fellow had spoken in vain, and I resolved to act contrary 
to his advice, let the hazard fall as it might. I made up m/ 
mind to the challenge. 

One consideration still caused me to hesitate : I must give 
Ringgold my reasons. 

He should have been welcome to them as a dying souvenir ; 
but if I succeeded in only half-killing him, or he in half killing 
me, how about the future ? I should be showing my hand to 
him, by which he would profit ; whereas, unknown to him, I now 
knew his, and might easily foil his designs. « 

Such calculations ran rapidly through my mind, though I con- 
sidered them with a coolness that in after-thought surprises me. 
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The incidents that I had lately encountered — combined with an- 
gry hatred of this plausible villian — had made me fierce, cold 
and cruel. I was no longer myself ; and, wicked as it may ap- 
pear, I conld not control my longings for vengeance. 

I needed a friend to advise me. Who could I make the con- 
fidant of my terrible secret ? 

Sorely my ears were not deceiving me ? No ; it was the 
voice of my old school-fellow, Charley Gallagher. I heard it 
outside, and recognised the ring of his merry laugh. A detach- 
ment of rifles had just entered the fort with Charley at their 
head. In another instant we had " embraced." 

What could have been more opportune ? Charley had been 
my " chum " at college — my bosom companion. He deserved 
my confidence, and almost upon the instant, I made known to 
him the situation of affairs. 

It required much explanation to remove his incredulity ; he 
was disposed to treat the whole thing as a joke — that is, the 
conspiracy against my life. But the rifle shot was real, and 
Black Jake was by to confirm my account of it : so that my 
friend was at length induced to take a serious view of the 
matter. 

" Bad luck to me 1" said he, in Irish accent : "it's the quarest 
case that ever came accrast your humble frind's exparience. 
Mother o' Moses 1 the fellow must be the divil incarnate. Geor- 
die, my boy, have ye looked under his instip ?" 

Despite the name and " brogue," Charley was not a Hiber- 
nian—only the son of one. He was a New-Yorker by birth, 
and could speak good English when he pleased ; but from some 
freak of eccentricity or affectation, he had taken to the brogue, 
aud used it habitually, when among friends, with all the rich gar- 
niture of a true Milesian, fresh from the " sod" 

He was altogether an odd fellow, but with a soul of honour, 
and a heart true as steel. He was no dunce either, and the man 
above all others upon whose coat tail it would not have been 
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safe to " trid." He was already notorious for having been en- 
gaged in two or three " affairs," in which he had played both 
principal and second, and had earned the bellicose appellation of 
" Fighting Gallagher." I knew what Aw advice would be before 
asking it — " Call the schonndrel oat by all manes." 

I stated the difficulty as to my reasons for challenging Ring- 
gold. 

II Thruc, ma bohill ! You're right there ; but there need be 
no throuble about the matther." 

" How V 

" Make the spalpeen challenge you. That's betther — besides, 
it gives you the choice of waypons." 

" In what way can I do this ?" 

" Och 1 my innocent gossoon I Share that's as asy as tum- 
blin' from a haycock. Call him a liar ; an' if that's not suffi- 
ciently disagraable, twake his nose, or squirt your tobacco in his 
ugly countenance. That'll fetch him out, I'll be bail for ye. 

" Come along, my boy I" continued my ready counsellor, mov- 
ing towards the door. " Where is this Mister Ringgowld to be 
sarched for ? Find me the gint, and I'll shew you how to scratch 
his buttons. Come along wid ye I" 

Not much liking the plan of procedure, but without the moral 
strength to resist, I followed this impetuous son of a Celt 
through the doorway. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

PROVOKING A DUEL. 

We were scarcely outside before we saw him for whom we 
were searching. He was standing at a short distance from the 
porch, conversing with a group of officers, among whom was the 
dandy already alluded to, and who passed under the appropriate 
appellation of " Beau Scott." The latter was aid-de-camp to 
the commander-in-chief, of whom he was also a relative. 

I pointed Ringgold out to my companion. 

" He in the civilian dress," I saicf. 

•' Och I man, ye needn't be so purticular in your idintification. 
That sarpint-look spakes for itself. Be my sowl ! it's an un- 
wholesome look altogither. That fellow needn't fear wather — 
the sa^ll niver drown him. Now, look here, Geordy, boy," con- 
tinued Gallagher, facing towards me and speaking in a more 
earnest tone : " Follow my advice to the letther I First trid 
upon his toes, an' see how he takes it. The fellow's got corns ; 
don't ye see, he wares a tight boot ? Give him a good scrouge ; 
make him sing out. Ov course, he'll ask you to apologize— he 
must — you won't Shurely that'll do the bizness without fur- 
ther ceremony ? If it don't, then, by Jabus ! hit him a kick in 
the latter end." 

" No, Gallagher," said I, disliking the programme, " it will 
never do." 

" Bad luck to it, an' why not ? You're not going to back out, 
are ye ? Think man 1 a villain who would murdher you ! an' 
maybe will some day, if you let him escape." 

"True— but" 
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" Bah ! no buts. Move up, an' let's see what they're talking 
about, anyhow. Ill find ye a chance, or my name's not Gal- 
lagher." 

Undetermined how to act, I walked after my companion, and 
joined the group of officers. 

Of course, I had no thoughts of following Gallagher's advice. 
I was in hopes that some turn in the conversation might give 
me the opportunity I desired, without proceeding to such rude 
extremes. 

My hopes did not deceive me. Arens Ringgold seemed to 
tempt his fate, for I had scarcely entered among the crowd, be- 
fore I found cause sufficient for my purpose. 

" Talking of Indian beauties," said he, " no one has been so 
successful among them as Scott here. He has been playing Don 
Giovanni ever since he came to the fort." 

" Oh," exclaimed one of the newly arrived officers, " that does 
not surprise us. He has been a lady-killer ever since I knew 
him. The man who is irresistible among the belles of Saratoga, 
will surely find little difficulty in carrying the heart of an Indian 
maiden." 

" Don't be so confident about that, Captain Roberts. Some- 
times these forest damsels are very shy of us pale-faced lovers. 
Lieutenant Scott's present sweetheart cost him a long siege be- 
fore he could conquer her. Is it not so, lieutenant ?" 

" Nonsense," replied the dandy with a conceited smirk. 

" But she yielded at last ?" said Roberts, turning interroga- 
tively towards Scott. * 

The dandy made no reply, but his simpering smile was evi- 
dently intended to be taken in the affirmative. 

" Oh yes," rejoined Ringgold, " she yielded at last : and is 
now the ' favourite,' it is said." 

" Her name — her name ?" 

" Powell— Miss Powell." 

" What I That name is not Indian V 
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" No, gentlemen ; the lady is no savage, I assure yon ; she 
can play and sing, and read and write too — such pretty billets- 
doux. Is it not so, lieutenant ?" 

Before the latter. could make reply, another spoke : 

11 Is not that the name of the young chief who has just been 
arrested ?" 

" True," answered Ringgold ; " it is the fellow's name. I had 
forgotten to say that she is his sister." 

" What 1 the sister of Osceola ?" 

" Neither more nor less — half-blood like him too. Among the 
whites they are known by the name of Powell, since that was 
the cognomen of the worthy old gentleman who begot them. 
Osceola, which signifies ' the Rising Sun/ is the name by which 
he is known among the Seminoles ; and her native appellation — 
ah, that is a very pretty name indeed." 

" What is it ? Let us hear it ; let us judge for ourselves." 

" Malimee." 

" Very pretty indeed I" 

" Beautiful ! If the damsel be only as sweet as her name, 
then Scott is a fortunate fellow." 

Oh, she is a very wonder of beauty ; eyes liquid and full of 
fiery love — long lashes : lips luscious as honeycombs ; figure tall; 
bust full and firm ; limbs like those of the Cyprian goddess ; 
feet like Cinderella's — in short, perfection." 

" Wonderful. Why, Scott, you are the luckiest mortal alive. 
But say, Ringgold I are you speaking in seriousness. Has he 
^r^ally conquered this Indian divinity ? Honour bright — has he 
succeeded 1 You understand what I mean ?" 

" Most certainly," was the prompt reply. 

Xfp to this moment I had not interfered. The first words of 
the conversation had bound me like a spell, and I stood as if 
glued to the ground. My brain was giddy, and my heart felt 
as if the blood passing through it was molten lead. The bold 
enunciations had so staggered me, that it was some time before 
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I could draw my breath ; and more than one of the bystanders 
noticed the effect which the dialogue was producing on me. 

After a little, I grew calmer, or rather more resolute. The 
yery despair that had passed into my bosom had the effect of 
steeling my nerves ; and just as Ringgold uttered the flippant 
affirmative, I was ready for him. 

" Liar 1" I exclaimed ; and before the red could mount into 
his cheek, I gave it a slap with the back of my hand, that no 
doubt helped to heighten the colour. 

" Nately done 1" cried Gallagher ; " there can be no mistake 
about the maynin of that." 

Nor was there. My antagonist accepted the act for what it 
was meant — a deadly insult. In such company, he could not 
do otherwise ; and, muttering some indistinct threats, he walked 
away from the ground, attended by his especial friend, the lady- 
killer, and two or three others. 

The incident, instead of gathering a crowd, had the contrary 
effect ; it scattered the little group who had witnessed it ; the 
officers retiring in-doors to discuss the motives, and speculate as 
as to when and where " the affair would come off." 

Gallagher and I also left the ground ; and, closeted in my 
quarters, commenced preparing for the event. 



/ 



CHAPTER XLII. f 

THE CHALLENGE. 

At the time of which I write duelling was not uncommon in 
the United States army. In war-time, it is not uncommon yet, 
as I can testify from late experience. It is contrary to the reg- m * 
illations of the American service — as I believe it is of every other 
in the civilized world. Notwithstanding, an infringement of the 

10 
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code M&taire in this regard, is usually looked upon with leniency 
— more often " winked at " than punished. This much I can 
affirm — that any officer in the American army who has received 
the " lie direct/' will find more honour in the breach of this mili- 
tary rule than in its observance. 

After all that has been said and written about duelling, the 
outcry against it is a sad sham, at least in the United States of 
America — nothing less than a piece of superb hypocrisy. Uni- 
versal as has been this condemnation, I should not like to take 
shelter under it. I well know that it would not protect me from 
being called by that ugly appellation, " poltroon." I have no- 
ticed over and over again, that the newspapers loudest in their 
declamations against duelling, are the first to fling " coward " in 
the teeth of him who refuses to fight. 

It is even so. In America, moral courage, though much be- 
praised, does not find ready credence. A refusal to meet the 
man who may challenge you is not thus explained. It is called 
" backing out," " shewing the white feather f and he who does 
this, need look no more upon his ladye-love ; she would " flog 
him with her garters." 

More than once have I heard this threat, spoken by pretty 
lips, and in the centre of a brilliant circle. His moral courage 

* must be great who would provoke such chastisement. 

* With such a sentiment over the land, then, I had nailed Arens 
Jtinggold for a meeting ; and I joyed to think I had done so 
without compromising my secret. 

A But ah ! it was a painful provocation he had given me ; and 
if he iad been the greatest coward in the world, he could not 
have been more wretched than I, as I returned to my quarters. 

My jovial companion could no longer cheer me, though it was 
not fear for the coming fight that clouded my spirits. Far from 

• it — far otherwise. I scarcely thought of that. My thoughts 
were of Matlmee — of what I had just heard. She was false — 
fiibe — betraying, herself betrayed— lost— lost forever 1 
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Id truth was I wretched. One thing alone could have ren- 
dered me more so — an obstacle to the anticipated meeting — any- 
thing to hinder my revenge. On the duel now rested my 
hopes. It might enable me to disembarrass my heart of the hot 
blood that was burning it. Not all — unless he too stood before 
me — he, the seducer who had made this misery. Would I could 
find pretext for challenging him. I should do so yet. Why had 
I not ? Why did I not strike him for that smile ? I could 
have fought them both at the same time, one after the other. 

Thus I raved, with Gallagher by my side. My friend knew 
not all my secret. He asked what I had got " aginst the aid- 
de-cong." 

11 Say the word, Geordie, boy, an' we'll make a four-handed 
game ov it. Be Saint Pathrick 1 I'd like mightily to take the 
shine out of that purty paycock 1" 

" No, Gallagher, no. It's not your affair ; you could not give 
me satisfaction for that. Let us wait till we know more. I can- 
not believe it-^I cannot believe it" 

"Believe what?" 

" Not now, my Mend. When it is over I shall explain." 

" All right, my boy I Charley Gallagher's not the man to 
disturb your saycrets. Now let's look to the bull-dogs, an' make 
shure they're in barking condition. I hope the scamps* won't 
blab at head-quarters, an* disappoint us after alL v . 

It was my only fear. I knew that arrest was possible — 
probable— certain, if my adversary wished it. Arrest JlhxM 
put an end to the affair ; and I should be left in a worse ~po*Mj 
tion than ever. Ringgold's father was gone — I had ascertained 
this favourable circumstance ; but no matter. The commander- 
in-chief was the Mend of the family — a word in his ear would 
be sufficient. I feared that the aid-de-camp Scott, instructed by 
Areas, might whisper that word. 

After all, he daren't," said Gallagher ; " you driv the nail 
home, an' clinched it. He daren't do the dhirty thing — not a 
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bit ov it ; it might get wind, an' thin he'd have the kettle to his 
tail ; besides, ma bohill, he wants to kill yon anyhow ; so he 
ought to be glad of the fine handy chance you've given him. 
He's not a bad shot, they say. Never fear, Geordie, boy ! he 
won't back out this time ; he must fight— he will fight. Ha 1 I 
told you so. See, yonder comes Apollo Belvidare ! Holy Moses 1 
how Phoebus shines 1" 

A knock — " Come in " — the door was opened, and the aid-de- 
camp appeared in full uniform. 

" To arrest me," thought I, and my heart fell. 

But no ; the freshly written note spoke a different purpose, 
and I was relieved. It was the challenge. 

^Lieutenant Randolph, I believe V 9 said the gentleman ad- 
vancing towards me. 

I pointed to Gallagher, but made no reply. 

" I am to understand that Captain Gallagher is your friend V 9 

I nodded assent. 

The two faced each other, and the next instant were en rap- 
port ; talking the matter over as cool as cucumbers and sweet as 
sugar-plums. 

From observation, I hazard this remark — that the politeness 
exhibited between the seconds in a duel cannot be surpassed by 
that of the most accomplished courtiers in the world. 

The time occupied in the business was brief. Gallagher well 
knew (he routine, and I saw that the other was not entirely unac- 
quainted with it. In five minutes, everything was arranged — 
tene^ place, weapons, and distance. 

I nodded ; Gallagher made a sweeping salaam ; the aid-de- 
camp bowed stiffly and withdrew. 

***** 

I shall not trouble you with my reflections previous to the 
duel, nor yet with many details of the affair itself. Accounts of 
these deadly encounters are common enough in books, and their 
sameness will serve as my excuse for not describing one. 
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Ours differed only from the ordinary kind in the weapon used. 
We fought with rifles, instead of swords or pistols. It was my 
choice — as the challenged party, I had the right — but it was 
equally agreeable to my adversary, who was as well skilled in 
the use of the rifle as I. I chose this weapon because it was 
the deadliest. 

The time arranged was an hour before sunset. I had urged 
this early meeting in fear of interruption ; the place, a spot of 
level ground near the edge of the little pond where I had met 
Haj-Ewa ; the distance, ten paces. 

We met — took our places, back to back — waited for the om- 
inous signal, "one, two, three" — received it — faced rapidly 
round — and fired at each other. A 

I heard the " hist " of the leaden pellet as it passed my ear, 
but felt no stroke. 

The smoke puffed upward. I saw my antagonist upon the 
ground : he was not dead ; he was writhing and groaning. 

The seconds, and several spectators who were present, ran 
up to him, but I kept my ground. 

" Well, Gallagher ?" I asked, as my friend came back to me. 

" Winged, by japers I You've spoilt the use ov his dexter 
arm — bone broke above the ilbow-joint." 

"That all?" 

" Arrah, sowl 1 aren't it enough ? Hear how the hound 
whimpers I" 

I felt as the tiger is said to feel after tasting blood, though I 
cannot now account for my ferocity. The man had sought my 
life — I thirsted for his. This combined with the other thought 
had nigh driven me mad. 

I was not satisfied, and would make no apology ; but my 
antagonist had had enough ; he was eager to be taken from the 
ground on any terms, and thus the affair ended. 

It was my first duel, but not my last. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

THE ASSIGNATION. 

Oub opponents passed silently away — the spectators along 
with them — leaving my second and myself upon the ground. 

It was my intention to stay by the pond. I remembered the 
invitation of Haj-Ewa. By remaining, I should avoid the dou- 
blflQourney. Better to await her coming. 

A glance to the western horizon shewed me that the sun had 
already sunk below the tree-tops. The twilight would be short. 
The young moon was already in the heavens. It might be 
only a few minutes before Haj-Ewa should come. I resolved to 
stay. 

I desired not that Gallagher should be with me ; and I ex- 
pressed the wish to be left alone. 

My companion was a little surprised and puzzled at the re- 
quest ; but he was too well bred not to yield instant com- 
pliance. 

" Why, Geordie, boy !" said he, about to retire, " shurely 
there's something the matther wid ye ? It isn't this thrifling 
spurt we've been engaged in ? Didn't it ind intirely to your 
satisfaction ? Arrah, man 1 are ye sorry you didn't kill him 
dead ? Be my trath, you look as milancholic and down-hearted 
as if he had killed you !" 

" Dear friend, leave me alone. On my return to quarters, you 
shall know the cause of my melancholy, and why I now desire 
to part from your pleasant company." 

" Oh, that part I can guess," rejoined he with a significant 
laugh ; " always a petticoat where there's shots exchanged. 
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Niver mind, my boy, no saycrets for Charley Gallagher ; I'm 
bad at keepin' them. Ot coorse, you're going to meet betther 
company than mine ; but laste you might fall in with worse — 
an' by my sowl ! from what ye've towld me, that same isn't be- 
yond the bownds of probability — take this little cheeper. I'm 
a great dog-braker, yon know." Here the speaker handed me a 
silver call, which he had plucked from his button. " If any 
thing inconvenient or disagraable should turn up, put that be- 
tween your lips, an' Charley Gallagher will be at your side in 
the mention of Jack Robison's name. Cupid spade ye with your 
lady-love. Ill go an' kill time over a tumbler ov nagus till ye 
come." 

So saying, my warm-hearted friend left me to myself. £ 

I ceased to think of him ere he was gone out of sight — even 
the bloody strife, in which I had been so recently engaged, glided 
out of my mind. Matimee — her falsehood and her fall — alone 
occupied my thoughts. 

For a long while, I made no doubt of what I had heard. 
How could I, with proofs so circumstantial ? — the testimony of 
those cognizant of the scandal — of the chief actor in it, whose 
silent smile spoke stronger than words. That smile of insolent 
triumph — why had I permitted it to pass without challenge, with- 
out rebuke ? It was not too late — I should call upon him to 
speak plainly and point blank — yes or no. If yes, then for a 
second duel more deadly than the first. 

Notwithstanding these resolves to make my rival declare him- 
self, I doubted not the damning truth ; I endeavoured to resign 
myself to its torture. 

For a long while was my soul upon the rack — more than an 
hour. Then, as my blood grew more cool, reflections of a calmer 
nature entered my mind ; and at intervals, I experienced the 
soothing influence of hope ; this especially when I recalled the 
words of Haj-Ewa, spoken on the preceding night. Surely 
the maniac had not been mocking me ? Surely it was not a 
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dream of her delirious brain ? a distorted mirage of memory — 
the memory of some far-away, long-forgotten scene, by her only 
remembered ? No, no ; her tale was not distorted — her 
thoughts were not delirious — her words were not mockeries ! 

How sweet it was to think so 1 

Yes — I began to experience intervals of placid thought : more 
than placid — pleasant. 

Alas ! they were evanescent. The memory of those bold 
meretricious phrases, those smiling innuendoes, dissipated or 
darkened them, as cumuli darken the sun. " He had succeeded ;" 
" She was now his favourite f " Most certainly " — words 
worse than death. Withal it was a foul testimony on which to 
t^ld a faith. 

I longed for light, that true light — the evidence of the senses 
— that leaves nought uncertain. I should seek it with rash 
directness, reckless of the result, till it illumined her whole his- 
tory, proving the past a disgrace, the future a chaos of utter 
despair. I longed for light ; I longed for the coming of Haj- 
Ewa. 

I knew not what the maniac wanted — something, I supposed, 
concerning the captive. Since noon, I had little thought of him. 
The mad queen went everywhere, knew every one ; she must 
know all, understand all — ay, well understand ; she, too, had 
been betrayed. 

I repaired to our place of meeting on the preceding night ; 
there I might expect her. I crossed the little ridge among 
the stems of the palmettoes ; it was the direct route to the 
shadowy side of the tank. I descended the slope, and stood 
as before under the speading arms of the live oak. 

Haj-Ewa was before me. A single moonbeam slanting athwart 
the leaves, shone upon her majestic figure. Under its light the 
two serpents glittered with a metallic lustre, as though her neck 
and waist were encircled with precious gems. 

" Hinklas ! pretty mico 1 you are come. Gallant mico ! 
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where was thine eye and thine arm that thou didst not kill the 
Iste-hulwa?* 

•' Ah I the hunter of the deer — 
He was stricken so with fear 
When he stood before the wolf, 
The gaunt wicked wolf, 
When he saw the snarling wolf, 
fie trembled so with fear, 
That unharmed the fierce wolf ran away. 

Ha, ha, ha ! was it not so, brave mico V 7 

" It was not fear that hindered me, Ewa. Besides, the wolf 
did not go unscathed." 

" Ho 1 the wolf has a wounded leg — he will lick himself w%ll 
again ; he will soon be strong as ever. Hulwak ! you should 
have killed him, fair mico, ere he bring the pack upon you." 

" I could not help my ill-luck. I am unfortunate every way." 

11 Comet, cooree — no. You shall be happy, young mico ; you 
shall be happy, friend of the red Seminole. Wait till you 
see" 

"See what?" 

"Patience, chepawnee! To-night under this very tree, you 
will see what is fair — you will hear what is sweet — and perchance 
Haj-Ewa will be revenged." 

This last phrase was spoken with an earnest emphasis, and in 
a tone that shewed a strong feeling of resentment against some 
one unknown. I could not comprehend the nature of the ex- 
pected vengeance. 

" His son — yes," continued the maniac, now in soliloquy, " it 
must be — it must : his eyes, his hair, his form his gait, his name; 
his son and hers. Oh, Haj-Ewa will have revenge." 

Was I myself the object of this menace ? Such a thought 
entered my mind. 

* literally, bad man— villain. 
10* 
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" Good Ewa I of whom are you speaking ? w 
Roused by my yoice, she looked upon me with a bewildered 
stare, and then broke out into her habitual chant : 

" Why did I trust to a pale-faced lover f 
Ho, ho, ho l" etc. 

Suddenly stopping, she seemed once more to remember herself, 
and essayed a reply to my question. 

" Whom, young mico ? Of him the fair one — the wicked one 
— the Wykome hidwa* See 1 he comes, he comes 1 Behold 
him in the water. Ho, ho 1 it is he. Up, young mico 1 up into 
thy leafy bower ; stay till Ewa comes ! Hear what you may 
hear — see what you may see ; but, for your life, stir not till I 
give you the signal. Up, up, up \" 

Just as on the preceding night, half lifting me into the live 
oak, the maniac glided away amidst the shadows. 

I lost no time in getting into my former position, where I sat 
silent and expecting. 

The shadow had grown shorter, but there was still enough to 
shew me that it was the form of a man. In another moment, it 
vanished. 

Scarcely an instant had elapsed, ere a second was flung upon 
the water, advancing over the ridge, and as if following the 
track of the former one, though the two persons did not appear 
to be in company. 

That which followed I could trace in full outline. It was the 
figure of a woman, one whose upright bearing and free port 
proved her to be young. 

Even the shadow exhibited a certain symmetry of form and 
gracefulness of motion, incompatible with age. Was it still 
Haj-Ewa ? Had she gone round through the thicket, and was 
now following the footsteps of the man ? 

• The iplrlt of evil. 
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For a moment I fancied so ; but I soon perceived that my 
fancy was astray. 

The man advanced nnder the tree. The same moonbeam, that 
but a moment before had shone upon Haj-Ewa, now fell upon 
him, and I saw him with sufficient distinctness ; he was the aid- 
de-camp. 

He stopped, took out his watch, held it up to the light, and 
appeared to be inquiring the hour. 

But I heeded him no further. Another face appeared under 
that silvery ray — false and shining as itself : it was the face that 
to me seemed the loveliest in the world — the face of Mattmee. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

AN EGLAIRCI88EMENT. 

These were the shadows upon the water promised by Haj-Ewa 
' — black shadows upon my heart. 

Mad queen of the Micosaucs 1 what have I done to deserve 
this torture ? Thou too my enemy ! Had I been thy deadliest 
foe, thou couldst scarcely have contrived a keener sting for thy 
vengeance. 

Face to face stood Maumee and her lover — seduced and sedu- 
cer. I had no doubt as to the identity of either. The moon- 
beam fell upon both — no longer with soft silvery light, but 
gleaming rude and red, like the chandeliers of a bagnio. It may 
have been but a seeming — the reflection of an inflamed imagina- 
tion that influenced me from within ; but my belief in her inno- 
cence was gone — hopelessly gone ; the very air seemed tainted 
with her guilt — the world appeared a chaos of debauchery and 
ruin. 
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I had no other thought than that I was present at a scene of 
assignation. How could I think otherwise ? No signs of sur- 
prise were exhibited by either, as they came together. They 
met as those who have promised to come — who have often met 
before. 

Evidently each expected the other. Though other emotions 
declared themselves, there was not the slightest sign of novelty 
in the encounter. 

For me, it was a terrible crisis. The anguish of a whole life 
compressed into the space of a single moment could not have 
been more unendurable. The blood seemed to scald my heart as 
it gushed through. So acute was the pang, I could scarcely 
restrain myself from crying aloud. 

An effort — a stern determined effort — and the throe was over. 
Firmly bracing my nerves — firmly grasping the branches — I clung 
to my seat, resolved to know more. 

That was a fortunate resolution. Had I at that moment given 
way to the wild impulse of passion, and sought a reckless re- 
venge, I should in all likelihood have carved out for myself a 
long lifetime of sorrow. Patience proved my guardian angel, 
and the end was otherwise. 

Not a word — not a motion — not a breath. What will they 
say ? — what do ? 

My situation was like his of the suspended sword. On second 
thoughts, the simile is both trite and untrue : the sword had al- 
ready fallen ; it could wound me no more. I was as one 
paralysed both in body and soul — impervious to further 
pain. 

Not a word — not a motion — not a breath. What will they 
say ? — what do ? 

The light is full upon Maumee ; I can see her from head to 
foot. How large she has grown — a woman in all her outlines, 
perfect, entire. And her loveliness has kept pace with her 
growth. Larger, she is lovelier than ever. Demon of jealousy I 
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art thou not content with what thou hast already done ? Have 
I not suffered enough ? Why hast thou presented her in such 
* witching guise ? that she were scarred, hideous, hag-like — as 
she shall yet become ! Even thus to see her, would be some* 
satisfaction — an anodyne to my chafed soul. 

But it is not so. Her face is sweetly beautiful — never so 
beautiful before. Soft and innocent as ever — not a line of guilt 
can be traced on those placid features — not a gleam of evil in 
that round, rolling eye 1 The angels of heaven are beautiful ; 
but they are good. Oh, who conld believe in crime concealed 
under such loveliness as hers ? 

I expected a more meretricious mien. There was a scintilla- 
tion of cheer in the disappointment. 

Do not suppose that these reflections occupied time. In a few 
seconds they passed through my mind, for thought is quicker than 
the magnetic shock. They passed while I was waiting to hear the 
first words that, to my surprise, were for some moments unspoken. 
To my surprise ; I could not have met her in such fashion. 
My heart would have been upon my tongue, and lips 

I see it now. The hot burst of passion is past — the spring- 
tide of love has subsided — such an interview is no longer a nov- 
elty — perhaps he grows tired of her, foul libertine that he is 1 
See ! they meet with some shyness. Coldness has risen between 
them — a love quarrel — fool is he as villain — fool not to rush into 
those arms, and at once reconcile it. Would that his opportu- 
nities were mine ! — not all the world could restrain me from 
seeking that sweet embrace. 

Bitter as were my thoughts, they were less bitter on observing 
this attitude of the lovers. I fancied it was half-hostile. 

Not a word— not a motion — not a breath. What will they 
say ; — what do. 

My suspense came to an end. The aid-de-camp at length 
found his tongue. 

" Lovely Maumee, you have kept your promise." 
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" But yon, sir, have not yours ? No — I read it in your looks. 
You have yet done nothing for us V 

" Be assurred, Matimee, I have not had an opportunity. The ' 
general has been so busy, I have had no chance to press the mat- 
ter upon him. But do not be impatient. I shall be certain to 
persuade him ; and your property shall be restored to you in due 
time. Tell your mother not to feel uneasy : for your sake, beau- 
tiful Matimee, I shall spare no exertion. Believe me, I am as 
anxious as yourself ; but you must know the stern disposition 
of my uncle ; and, moreover, that he is on the most friendly 
terms with the Ringgold family. In this will lie the main diffi- 
culty, but I fear not that I shall be able to surmount it." 

" sir, your words are fine, but they have little worth with us 
now. We have waited long upon your promise to befriend us. 
We only wished for an investigation ; and you might easily have 
obtained it ere this. We no longer care for our lands, for greater 
wrongs make us forget the less. I should not have been here 
to-night, had we not been in sad grief at the misfortune — I should 
rather say outrage — that has fallen upon my poor brother. Ton 
have professed friendship to our family. I come to seek it now, 
for now may you give proof of it. Obtain my brother's freedom, 
and we shall then believe in the fair words you have so often 
spoken. Do not say it is impossible ; it cannot even be difficult 
for you who hold so much authority among the white chiefs. My 
brother may have been rude ; but he has committed no crime 
that should entail severe punishment. A word to the great 
war-chief, and he would be set free. Go M then, and speak that 
word." 

" Lovely Matimee ! you do not know the nature of the errand 
upon which you send me. Your brother is a prisoner by orders 
of the agent, and by the act of the commander-in-chief. It is 
not with us as among your people. I am only a subordinate in 
rank, and were I to offer the counsel you propose, I should be 
rebuked — perhaps punished." 
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" Oh, you fear rebuke for doing an act of justice ? — to say 
oaaght of your much offered friendship ? Good, sir 1 I have no 
more to say, except this — we believe you no longer. You need 
come to our humble dwelling no more." 

She was turning away with a scornful smile. How beautiful 
seemed that scorn ! 

" Stay, Maumee 1 — fair Maumee, do not part from me thus — 
doubt not that I will do all in my power " 

" Do what I have asked you. Set my brother free — let him 
return to his home." 

"And if I should" 

" Well, sir." 

" Know, Matimee, that for me to do so would be to risk 
everything. I might be degraded from my rank — reduced to 
the condition of a common soldier— disgraced in the eyes of my 
country — ay, punished, perhaps, by imprisonment worse than 
that which your brother is likely to endure. All this would I 
risk by the act." 

The girl paused in her step, but made no reply. 

" And yet all these chances shall I undergo — ay, the danger 
of death itself— if you, fair Matimee "• — here the speaker waxed 
passionate and insinuating — " if you will only consent." 

" Consent — to what, sir V 

" Lovely Matimee, need I tell you ? Surely you understand 
my meaning. You cannot be blind to the love — to the passion — 
to the deep devotion with which your beauty has inspired 
me w 

" Consent to what, sir ?" demanded she, repeating her former 
words, and in a soft tone, that seemed to promise compliance. 

" Only to love me, fair Matimee — to became my mistress." 

For some moments, there was no reply. The grand woman 
seemed immobile as a statue. She did not even start on hearing 
the foul proposal, but, on the contrary, stood as if turned to 
stone. 
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Her silence had an encouraging effect upon the ardent lover ; 
he appeared to take it for assent He could not have looked into 
her eye, or he would there have read an expression that would 
have hindered him from pressing his suit farther. No — he could 
not have observed that glance, or he would hardly have made 
such a mistake. 

" Only promise it, fair Matimee ; your brother shall be free 
before the morning, and you shall have everything n 

" Villain, villain, villain 1 Ha, ha, ha, ha ! Ha, ha, ha, ha, 
ha!" 

In all my life, I never heard aught so delightful as that laugh. 
It was the sweetest sound that ever fell upon my ears. Not all 
the wedding-bells that ever rang — not all the lutes that ever 
played — not all the harps and hautboys — the clarions and trum- 
pets — in the world, could have produced such melodious music 
for me. 

The moon seemed to pour silver from the sky — the stars had 
grown bigger and brighter — the breeze became filled with deli- 
cious odours, as if a perfumed censer had been spilled from hea- 
ven, and the whole scene appeared suddenly transformed into an 
Elysium. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

TWO DUELS IN OKB DAT. 

The crisis might have been my cue to come down ; but I was 
overpowered with a sense of delightful happiness, and could not 
stir from my seat. The arrow had been drawn out of my breast, 
leaving not a taint of its poison — the blood coursed pleasantly 
through my veins — ray pulse throbbed firm and free — my soul 
was triumphant. I could have cried out for very joy. 
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With an effort, I held my peace, and waited for the d&runir 
ment— for I saw that the scene was not yet at an end. 

" Mistress, indeed !" exclaimed the bold beauty in scornful 
accent. " And this is the motive of your proffered friendship. 
Vile wretch 1 for what do you mistake me ? a camp-wench, or a 
facile squaw of the Yemassee ? Know, sir, that I am your equal 
in blood and race ; and though your pale-faced friends have 
robbed me of my inheritance, there is that which neither they 
nor you can take from me — the honour of my name. Mistress, 
indeed I Silly fellow I No^-not even your wife. Sooner than 
sell myself to such base love as yours, I should wander naked 
through the wild woods, and live upon the acorns of the oak. 
Rather than redeem him at such a price, my brave brother 
would spend his life-time in your chains. Oh, that he were 
here I Oh, that he were witness of this foul insult ! Wretch ! 
he would smite thee like a reed to the earth." 

The eye, the attitude, the foot firmly planted, the fearless de- 
termined bearing — all reminded me of Osceola while delivering 
himself before the council. Maumee was undoubtedly his sister. 

The soi-disant lover quailed before the withering reproach, and 
for some time stood shrinking and abashed. 

He had more than one cause for abasement He might feel 
regret at having made a proposal so ill received ; but far more 
at the disappointment of his hopes, and the utter discomfiture 
of his designs. 

Perhaps, the moment before, he would have smothered his 
chagrin, and permitted the girl to depart without molestation ; 
but the scornful apostrophe had roused him to a sort of frenzied 
recklessness ; and probably it was only at that moment that he 
formed the resolve to carry his rudeness still further, and effect 
his purpose by force. 

I could not think that he had held such design, anterior to his 
coming on the ground. Professed libertine though he was, he 
was not the man for such perilous emprise. He was but a speck 
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of Tain conceit, and lacked the reckless daring of the ravisher. 
It was only when stung by the reproaches of the Indian maiden, 
that he resolved upon proceeding to extremes. 

She had turned her back upon him, and was moving 
away. 

" Not so fast I" cried he, rushing after, and grasping her by the 
wrist ; " not so fast, my brown-skinned charmer 1 Do yon think 
you can cart me off so lightly ? I have followed you for months, 
and, by the god of Phoebus, I shall make you pay for the false 
smiles you have treated me to. You needn't struggle ; we are 
alone here ; and ere we part, I shall " 

I heard no more of this hurried speech — I had risen from my 
perch, and was hurrying down to the rescue ; but before I could 
reach the spot, another was before me. 

Haj-Ewa — her eyes glaring fiercely — with a wild maniac 
laugh upon her lips — was rushing forward. She held the body 
of the rattlesnake in her extended hands, its head projected in 
front, while its long neck was oscillating from side to side, show- 
ing that the reptile was angry, and eager to make an attack. 
Its hiss, and the harsh " skirr-rr" of its rattles could be heard 
sounding at intervals as it was carried forward. 

In another instant, the maniac was face to face with the 
would-be ravisher — who, startled by her approach, had released 
his hold of the girl, and falling back a pace, stood gazing with 
amazement at this singular intruder. 

" Ho t ho P 1 screamed the maniac, as she glided up to the spot 
" His son, his son I Ho! 1 am sure of it, just like his false 
father— just as he on the day he wronged the trusting Ewa. 
HulwaJc ! It is the hour — the very hour — the moon in the same 
quarter, horned and wicked — smiling upon the guilt. Ho, ho ! 
the hour of the deed — the hour of vengeance ! The father's 
crime shall be atoned by the son. Great Spirit ! give me re- 
venge ! CkUta mico ! give me revenge V 

As she uttered these apostrophic appeals, die sprang forward, 
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holding the snake far outstretched — as if to give it the opportu- 
nity of striking the now terrified man. 

The latter mechanically drew his sword, and then, as if in- 
spired by the necessity of defending himself, cried out : 

" Hellish sorceress ! if you come a step nearer, I shall run you 

through the body. Back, now ! Keep 0$ or, by 1 shall 

doit!" 

The resolution expressed by his tone proved that the speaker 
was in earnest ; but the appeal was unheeded. The maniac con- 
tinued to advance despite the shining blade that menaced her, 
and within reach of whose point she had already arrived. 

I was now close to the spot ; I had drawn my own blade, and 
was hurrying forward to ward off the fatal blow which I expect- 
ed every moment would be struck. It was my design to save 
Haj-Ewa, who seemed recklessly rushing upon her destruction. 

In all probability, I should have been too late, had the thrust 
been given ; but it was not. 

Whether from terror at the wild unearthly aspect of his as- 
sailants, or, what is more likely, fearing that she was about to 
fling the snake upon him, the man appeared struck with a sud- 
den panic, and retreated backward. 

A step or two brought him to the edge of the water. There 
were loose stones strewed thickly along the shore ; among these 
his feet became entangled ; and, balancing backward, he fell 
with a plash upon the pond ! 

The water deepened abruptly, and he sank out of sight. Per- 
haps the sudden immersion was the means of saving his life ; but 
the moment after, he rose above the surface, and clambered has- 
tily up on the bank. 

He was now furious, and with his drawn sword, which he had 
managed to retain hold of, he rushed towards the spot where 
Haj-Ewa still stood. His angry oaths told his determination to 
slay her. 

It was not the soft, yielding body of a woman, nor yet of a 
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reptile, that his blade was to encounter. It struck against 
steel, hard and shining as his own. 

I bad thrown myself between him and his victims, and had 
succeeded in restraining Haj-Ewa from carrying out her vengeful 
design. As the assailant approached, his rage, but more, the 
water half-blinding him, hindered him from seeing me ; and it 
was not till our blades had rasped together, that he seemed aware 
of my presence. 

There was a momentary pause, accompanied by silence. 

" You, Randolph !" at length he exclaimed in a tone of surprise. 

"Ay, Lieutenant Scott — Randoph it is. Pardon my intru- 
sion, but your pretty love-scene changing so suddenly to a quar- 
rel, I deemed it my duty to interfere." 

" You have been listening ? — you have heard ? — and pray, sir, 
what business have you either to play the spy on my actions, or 
interfere in my affairs ?" 

II Business — right — duty — the duty which all men have to pro- 
tect weak innocence from the designs of such a terrible Blue 
Beard as you appear to be." 

11 By , you shall rue this." 

" Now ?— or when ?" 

u Whenever you please." 

" No time like the present. Gome on." 

Not another word was spoken between us ; but, the instant 
after, our blades were clinking in the fierce game of thrust and 
parry. 

The affair was short. At the third or fourth lunge, I ran my 
antagonist through the right shoulder, disabling his arm. His 
sword fell jingling among the pebbles. 

" You have wounded me !" cried he ; " I am disarmed," he 
added, pointing to the fallen blade. " Enough, sir ; I am satis- 
fied." 

" But not I — not till you have knelt upon these stones, and 
asked pardon from her whom you have so grossly insulted." 
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" Never I" cried he ; " never V — and as he uttered these 
words, giving, as I presumed, a proof of determined courage, he 
turned suddenly ; and, to my utter astonishment, commenced 
running away from the ground ! 

I ran after, and soon overtook him. I could have thrust him 
in the back, had I been sanguinarily inclined ; but instead, I 
contented myself with giving him a foot-salute, in what Gal- 
lagher would have termed his" postayrioro," and with no other 
adieu, left him to continue his shameful flight. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

A 8ILENT DECLARATION. 

*• Now for the lore, the sweet young lore, 
Under the tola tree," Ac 

11 was the voice of Haj-Ewa, chanting one of her favourite 
melodies. Far sweeter the tones of another voice pronouncing 
my own name : 

" George Randolph !" 

" Mafkmee P • 

" Ho, ho ! you both remember ? — still remember ? Hinklas! 
The island — that fair island — fair to you, but dark in the mem- 
ory of Haj-Ewa. Hulwak! Pll think oft no more — no, no, 
no! 

'* Now for the love, the sweet young love, 
Under 

It was once mine — it is now yours, mico ! yours, haintditz! 
Pretty creatures ! enjoy it alone ; you wish not the mad queen 
for a companion ? Ha, ha 1 Cooree, cooret ! I go ; fear not 



Digitized 



by Google 



238 080EOLA. 

the rustling wind, fear not the whispering trees ; none can ap- 
proach while Haj-Ewa watches. She will be your guardian. 
Chitta mko, too. Ho, chitta mico ! 

" Now for the lore, the sweet young love ;" 

and again renewing her chant, the strange woman glided from 
the spot, leaving me alone with Maumee. 

The moment was not without embarrassment to me — perhaps 
to both of us. No profession had ever passed between us, no 
assurance, not a word of love. Although I loved Maumee with 
all my heart's strength, although I now felt certain that she 
loved me, there had been no mutual declaration of our passion. 
The sitution was a peculiar one, and the tongue felt restraint. 

But words would have been superfluous in that hour. There 
was an electricity passing between us — our souls were en rapport, 
our hearts in happy communion, and each understood the 
thoughts of the other. Not all the words in the world could 
have given me surer satisfaction that the heart of Maumee was 
mine. m 

It was scarcely possible that she could misconceive. With but 
slight variation, my thoughts were hers. In all likelihood, Haj- 
Ewa had carried to her ears my earnest declaration. Her look 
was joyful — assured. She did not doubt me. 

I extended my arms, opening them widely. Nature prompted 
me, or perhaps passion — all the same. The silent signal was in- 
stantly understood, and the moment after, the head of my be- 
loved was nestling upon my bosom. 

Not a word was spoken. A low fond cry alone escaped her 
lips as she fell upon my breast, and twined her arms in rapturous 
compression around me. 

For some moments we exchanged not speech ; our hearts 
alone held converse. 

Soon the embarrassment vanished, as a light cloud before the 
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siimmer son : not a trace of shyness remained ; and we con- 
versed in the confidence of mutual love. 

I am spared the writing of our love-speeches. Ton have your- 
self heard or uttered them. If too common-place to be repeated, 
so also are they too sacred. I forbear to detail them. 

We had other thoughts to occupy us. After a while, the 
transport of our mutual joys, though still sweet, assumed a more 
sober tinge ; and, half-forgetting the present, we talked of the 
past and the future. 

I questioned Maumee much. Without guile, she gave me the 
history of that long interval of absence. She confessed, or 
rather declared — for there was no coquettish hesitation in her 
manner — that she had loved me from the first — even from that 
hour when I first saw and loved her : through the long silent 
years, by night as by day, had the one thought held posses- 
sion of her bosom. In her simplicity, she wondered I had not 
known of it ! 

I reminded her that her love had never been declared. It was 
true, she said ; but she had never dreamt of concealing it. She 
thought I might have perceived it. Her instincts were keener : 
she had been conscious of mine ! 

So declared she, with a freedom that put me off my guard. 

If not stronger, her passion was nobler than my own. 

She had never doubted me during the years of separation. 
Only of late ; but the cause of this doubt was explained : the 
pseudo-lover had poured poison into her ears. Hence the errand 
of Haj-Ewa. 

Alas ! my story was not so guileless. Only part of the truth 
could I reveal ; and my conscience smote me as I passed over 
many an episode that would have given pain. 

But the past was past, and could not be re-enacted. A more 
righteous future was opening before me ; and silently in my heart 
did I register vows of atonement Never more should I have 
cause to reproach myself — never would my love — never could it 
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wander away from the beautiful being I held in my em- 
brace. 

Proudly my bosom swelled as I listened to the ingenuous confes- 
sion of her love, but sadly when other themes became the subject 
of our converse. The story of family trials, of wrongs endured, 
of insults put upon them — and more especially by their white 
neighbours, the Ringgolds — caused my blood to boil afresh. 

The tale corresponded generally with what I had already 
learned ; but there were other circumstances unknown to public 
rumour. He, too — the wretched hypocrite — had made love to 
her. He had of late desisted from his importunities, through 
fear of her brother, and dared no longer come near. 

The other, Scott, had made his approaches under the guise of 
friendship. He had learned, what was known to many, the posi- 
tion of affairs with regard to the Indian widow's plantation. 
From his relationship in high quarters, he possessed influence, 
and had promised to exert it in obtaining restitution. It was a 
mere pretence — a promise made without any intention of being 
kept ; but, backed by fair words, it had deceived the generous, 
trusting heart of Osceola. Hence the admission of this heartless 
cur into the confidence of a family intimacy. 

For months had the correspondence existed, though the op- 
portunities were but occasional. During all this time had the 
soirdisant seducer been pressing his suit — though not very boldly, 
since he too dreaded the frown of that terrible brother — neither 
successfully : he had not succeeded. 

Ringgold well knew this when he affirmed the contrary. His 
declaration had but- one design — to sting me. For such purpose, 
it could not have been made in better time. 

There was one thing I longed to know. Surely Maumee, with 
her keen quick perception, from the girlish confidence that had 
existed between them — surely she could inform me. I longed to 
know the relations that had existed between iny sister and her 
brother. 
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Much as I desired the information, I refrained from asking 
it. 

And yet we talked of both — of Virginia especially, for Mau- 
mee remembered my sister with affection, and made many inquir- 
ies in relation to her. Virginia was more beautiful than ever, 
she had heard, and accomplished beyond all others. She won- 
dered if my sister would remember those walks and girlish 
amusements — those happy hours upon the island. 

" Perhaps," thought I, " too well." . 

It was a theme that gave me pain. 

The future claimed our attention ; the past was now bright as 
heaven, but there were clouds in the sky of the future. 

We talked of that nearest and darkest — the imprisonment of 
Osceola. How long would it last ? What could be done to 
render it as brief as possible ? 

I promised to do everything in my power ; and I purposed as 
I promised. It was my firm resolve to leave no stone unturned 
to effect the liberation of the captive chief. If right should not 
prevail, I was determined to try stratagem. Even with the 
sacrifice of my commission— even though personal disgrace 
should await me — the risk of life itself— I resolved he should be 
free. 

I needed not to add to my declaration the emphasis of an 
oath ; I was believed without that. A flood of gratitude was 
beaming from those liquid orbs ; and the silent pressure of love- 
burning lips was sweeter thanks than words could have uttered. 

It was time for parting ; the moon told the hour of midnight. 

On the crest of the hill, like a bronze statue outlined against 
the pale sky, stood the mad queen. A signal brought her to our 
side ; and after another embrace, one more fervid pressure of 
sweet lips, Maumee and I parted. 

Her strange but faithful guardian led her away by some secret 
path, and I was left alone. 

I could scarcely take myself away from that consecrated 
11 
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ground ; and I remained for some minutes longer, giving full 
play to triumphant and rapturous reflections. 

The declining moon Again warned me ; and, crossing the crest 
of the hill, I hastened back to the Fort. 



CHAPTER XLVH. 

THE CAPTIVE. 

Latb as was the hour, I determined to visit the captive before 
going to rest. My design would not admit of delay ; besides, I 
had a suspicion that, before another day passed, my own 
liberty might be curtailed. Two duels in one day — two antago- 
nists wounded, and both friends to the commander-in-chief — my- 
self comparatively friendless — it was hardly probable I should 
escape "scot free." Arrest I expected as certain — perhaps a 
trial by court-martial, with a fair chance of being cashiered the 
service. 

Despite my lukewarmness in the cause in which we had become 
engaged, I could not contemplate this result without uneasiness. 
Little did I care for my commission : I could live without it ; 
but whether right or wrong, few men are indifferent to the cen- 
sure of their fellows, and no man likes to bear the brand of offi- 
cial disgrace. Reckless as one may be of self, kindred and fa- 
mily have a concern in the matter not to be lightly ignored. 

Gallagher's views were different. 

" Let them arrist and cashear, an' be hanged ! What need 
you care ? Divil a bit, my boy. Sowl, man, if I were in your 
boots, with a fine plantation and a whole regiment of black na- 
gers, I'd snap my fingers at the sarvice, and go to raisin' shugar 
and tobaccay. Be St Pathrick ! that's what Pd do." 
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My friend's consolatory speech failed to cheer me ; and, in no 
very joyous mood, I walked towards the quarters of the captive, 
to add still farther to my chances of " cashierment." 

Like an eagle freshly caught and caged — like a panther in a 
pentrap — furious, restless, at intervals uttering words of wild 
menace, I found the young chief of the Baton Rouge. 

The apartment was quite dark ; there was no window to ad- 
mit even the grey lustre of the night ; and the corporal who 
guided me in carried neither torch nor candle. He went 
back to the guard-house to procure one, leaving me in dark- 



I heard the footfall of a man. It was the sound of a mocca- 
sined foot, and soft as the tread of a tiger ; but mingling with 
this was the sharp clanking of a chain. I heard the breathing 
of one evidently in a state of excitement, and now and then an 
exclamation of fierce anger. Without light, I could perceive 
that the prisoner was pacing the apartment in rapid, irregular 
strides. At least his limbs were free. 

I had entered silently, and stood near the door, I had already 
ascertained that the prisoner was alone ; but waited for the light 
before addressing him. Preoccupied as he appeared to be, I 
fancied that he was not conscious of my presence. 

My fancy was at fault. I beard him stop suddenly in his 
tracks — as if turning towards me — and the next moment his 
voice fell upon my ear. To my surprise, it pronounced my name. 
He must have seen through the darkness.- 

" Ton, Randolph 1" he said, in a tone that expressed reproach; 
" you, too, in the ranks of our enemies ? Armed — uniformed — 
equipped — ready to aid in driving us from our homes V 

" Powell !» 

" Not Powell, sir ; my name is Osceola." 

" To me, still Edward Powell — the friend of my youth, the 
preserver of my life. By that name alone do I remember 
you." 
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There was a momentary pause. The speech had evidently 
produced a conciliating effect ; perhaps memories of the past had 
come over him. 

He replied : 

" Your errand ? Come you as a friend ? or only like others, to 
torment me with idle words ? I have had visitors already ; gay, 
gibbering fools, with forked tongues, who would counsel me to 
dishonor. Have you been sent upon a like mission V 

From this speech I concluded that Scott — the pseudo-Mend 
— had already been with the captive — likely on some errand 
from the agent. 

" I come of my own accord — as a friend." 

" George Randolph, I believe you. As a boy, you possessed a 
soul of honor. The straight sappling rarely grows to a crooked 
tree. I will not believe that you are changed, though enemies 
have spoken against you. No — no ; your hand, Randolph — 
your hand ! forgive me for doubting you." 

I reached through the darkness to accept the proffered salute. 
Instead of one, I grasped both hands of the prisoner. I felt that 
they were manacled together : for all that, the pressure was firm 
and true ; nor did I return it with less warmth. 

Enemies had spoken against me. I needed not to ask who 
these were : that had been already told me ; but I felt it neces- 
sary to give the captive assurance of my friendship. I needed 
his full confidence to insure the success of the plan which I had 
conceived for his liberation ; and to secure this, I detailed to him 
what had transpired by the pond— only a portion of what had 
passed. There was a portion of it I could not intrust even to 
the ears of a brother. 

I anticipated a fresh paroxysm of fury, but was agreeably dis- 
appointed. The young chief had been accustomed to harsh de- 
velopments, and could outwardly control himself ; but I saw that 
my tale produced an impresion that told deeply, if not loudly, 
upon him. In the darkness, I could not see bis face ; but the 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE WAB-OKT. 246 

grinding teeth and hissing ejaculations were expressive of the 
strong passions stirring within. 

" Fool 1" he exclaimed at length — " blind fool that I have 
been ! And yet I suspected this smooth-tongued villain from the 
first. Thanks, noble Randolph ! I can never repay this act of 
chivalric friendship ; henceforth yon may command Osceola P 

" Say no more, Powell ; yon have nothing to repay ; it was I 
who was the debtor. Bnt come, we lose time. My purpose in 
coming here is to counsel you to a plan for procuring your re- 
lease from this awkward confinement. We must be brief, else 
my intentions may be suspected." 

" What plan, Randolph ?» 

" You must sign the treaty of the Oceana." 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THE WAR-CRT. 

A single " Ugh V expressive of contemptuous surprise, was 
all the reply ; and then a deep silence succeeded. 

I broke the silence by repeating my demand. 

" You must sign it." 

" Never !" came the response, in a tone of emphatic determi- 
nation. " Never ! Sooner than do that, I will linger among 
these logs till decay has worn the flesh from my bones, and dried 
up the blood in my veins. Sooner than turn traitor to my tribe, 
I will rush against the bayonets of my jailers, and perish upon 
the spot. Never \ n 

" Patience, Powell, patience 1 You do not understand me — 
you, in common with other chiefs, appear to misconceive the 
terms of this treaty. Remember, it binds you to a mere condi- 
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tional promise — to surrender your lands and move west, only in 
case a majority of your nation agree to it. Now, to-day a majo- 
rity has not agreed, nor will the addition of your name make the 
number a majority ." 

" True, true," interrupted the chief, beginning to comprehend 
my meaning. 

" Well, then, you may sign, and not feel bound by your signa- 
ture, since the most essential condition still remains unfulfilled. 
And why should you not adopt this ruse ? Ill-used as you cer- 
tainly have been, no one could pronuouce it dishonourable in 
you. For my part, I believe you would be justified in any expe- 
dient that would free you from so wrongful an imprisonment." 

Perhaps my principles were scarcely according to the rules of 
moral rectitude ; but at that moment they took their tone 
from strong emotions ; and to the eyes of friendship and love the 
wrong was not apparent. 

Osceola was silent. I observed that he was meditating on 
what I had urged. 

" Why, Randolph," said he, after a pause, " you must have 
dwelt in Philadelphia, that famed city of lawyers. I never took 
this view before. You are right ; signing would not bind me — 
it is true. But think you that the agent would be satisfied with 
my signature ? He hates me ; I know it, and his reasons. I 
hate him, for many reasons ; for this is not the first outrage I 
have suffered at his hands. Will he be satisfied if I sign ?" 

" I am almost certain of it. Simulate submission, if you can. 
Write your name to the treaty, and you will be at once set 
free." 

I had no doubt of this. From what I had learned since 
Osceola's arrest, I had reason to believe that Thompson repented 
his conduct. It was the opinion of others that he had acted 
rashly, and that his act was likely to provoke evil consequences. 
Whispers of this nature had reached him ; and from what the 
captive told me of the visit of the aid-de-camp, I could peroeive 
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that it was nothing else than a mission from the agent himself. 
Beyond doubt, the latter was tired of his prisoner, and would re- 
lease him on the easiest terms. 

" Friend ! I shall act as yon advise. I shall sign. Yon may 
inform the commissioner of my intention." 

" I shall do so at the earliest hour I can see him. It is late : 
shall I say good-night V 

"Ah, Randolph ! it is hard to part with a friend — the only 
one with a white skin now left me. I could have wished to talk 
over other days, bnt, alas 1 this is neither the place nor the 
time." 

The hanghty mien of the prond chief was thrown aside, 
and his voice had assumed the melting tenderness of early 
years. 

" Yes," he continued, " the only white friend left — the only 
one I have any regard for — one other whom I " 

He stopped suddenly, and with an embarrassed air, as if he 
had found himself on the eve of disclosing some secret, which 
on reflection he deemed it imprudent to reveal. 

I awaited the disclosure with some uneasiness, bnt it came 
not. When he spoke again, his tone and manner were com- 
pletely changed. 

" The whites have done us much wrong," he continued, once 
more rousing himself into an angry attitnde — "wrongs too 
numerous to be told ; bnt, by the Great Spirit ! I shall seek 
revenge. Never till now have I sworn it ; bnt the deeds of this 
day have turned my blood into fire. Ere yon came, I had vowed 
to take the lives of two, who have been our especial enemies. 
Yon have not changed my resolution, only strengthened it ; you 
have added a third to the list of my deadly foes : and once more 
I swear — by Wykome, I swear — that I shall take no rest till the 
blood of these three men has reddened the leaves of the forest — 
three white villains, and one red traitor. Ay, Omatla ! triumph 
in your treason — it will not be for long — soon shalt thou feel the 
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rengeance of a patriot — soon shalt thou fihrink under the steel 
of Osceola I" 

I made no reply, bat waited in silence till this outburst of pas- 
sion had passed. 

In a few moments the yonng chief became calm, and again 
addressed me in the language of friendship. 

" One word," said he, " before we part. Circumstances may 
hinder us — it may be long ere we meet again. Alas I our next 
meeting may be as foes in the field of fight — for I will not at- 
tempt to conceal from you that I have no intention to make 
peace. No — never ! I wish to make a request ; I know, Ran- 
dolph, you will accede to it without asking an explanation. 
Accept this token, and if you' esteem the friendship of the giver, 
and would honour him, wear it conspicuously upon your breast. 
That is all." 

As he spoke, he took from around his neck a chain, upon 
which was suspended the image of the rising sun — already 
alluded to. He passed the chain over my head, until the glis- 
tening symbol hung down upon my breast. 

I made no resistance to this offering of friendship, but promis- 
ing to comply with his request, presented my watch in return, 

and, after another cordial pressure of hands, we parted. 
****** 

As I had anticipated, there was but little difficulty in obtain- 
ing the release of the Seminole chief. Though the commissioner 
entertained a personal hatred against Osceola — for causes to me 
unknown — he dared not indulge his private spite in an official 
capacity. He had placed himself in a serious dilemma by what 
he bad already done ; and as I communicated the purposed sub- 
mission of the prisoner, I saw that Thompson was but too eager 
to adopt a solution of his difficulty, easy as unexpected. He 
therefore lost no time in seeking an interview with the captive 
chief. 

The latter played his part with admirable tact ; the fierce, 
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angry attitude of yesterday had given place to one of mild resig- 
nation. A night in the guard-house, hungered and manacled, 
had tamed down his proud spirit, and he was now ready to ac- 
cept any conditions that would restore him to liberty. So fan- 
cied the commissioner. 

The treaty was produced. Osceola signed it without saying 
a word. His chains were taken off — his prison-door thrown 
open — and he was permitted to depart without further molesta- 
tion. Thompson had triumphed, or fancied so. 

It was but fancy. Had he noticed, as I did, the fine satirical 
smile that played upon the lips of Osceola as he stepped forth 
from the gate, he would scarcely have felt confidence in his tri- 
umph. 

He was not allowed to exult long in the pleasant hallucination. 

Followed by the eyes of all, the young chief walked off with a * 
proud step towards the woods. 

On arriving near the edge of the timber, he faced round to 
the fort, drew the shining blade from his belt, waved it above 
his head, and in defiant tones shouted back the war-cry, " Yo- 
ho-ehee V 

Three times the wild signal pealed upon our ears ; and at the 
third repetition, he who had uttered it turned again, sprang 
forward into the timber, and was instantly lost to our view. 

There was no mistaking the intent of that demonstration ; 
even the self-glorifying commissioner was convinced that it 
meant " war to the knife," and men were hurriedly ordered in 
pursuit. 

An armed crowd rushed forth from the gate, and flung 
themselves on the path that had been taken by the ci-devant 
captive. 

The chase proved bootless and fruitless ; and after more than 
an hour spent in vein search, the soldiers came straggling back 
to the fort. 

* * * * * * 

11* 
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Gallagher and I had stayed all the morning in my quarters, 
expecting the order that would confine me there. To oar 
astonishment it came not : there was no arrest. 

In time, we obtained the explanation. Of my two duelling 
antagonists, the first had not returned to the fort after his de- 
feat, but had been carried to the house of a friend — several 
miles distant. This partially covered the scandal of that affair. 
The other appeared with his arm in a sling ; but it was the im- 
pression, as Gallagher learned outside, that his horse had carried 
him against a tree. For manifest reasons the interesting invalid 
had not disclosed the true cause of his being " crippled," and I 
applauded his silence. Except to my friend, I made no disclo- 
sure of what had occurred, and it was long before the affair got 
wind. 

Upon duty, the aid-de-camp and I often met afterwards, and 
were frequently compelled to exchange speech ; but it was al- 
ways of an official character, and, I need not add, was spoken in 
the severest reserve. 

It was not long before circumstances arose to separate us ; 
and I was glad to part company with a man for whom I felt a 
profound contempt. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

WAR TO TH B KNIFE. 

For some weeks following the council at Fort King, there 
appeared to be tranquillity over the land. The hour of negotia- 
tion had passed — that for action was nigh ; and among the 
white settlers the leading topic of conversation was how the 
Indians would act? Would they fight, or give in? The 
majority believed they would submit. 
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Some time was granted them to prepare for the removal — 
runners were sent to all the tribes, appointing a day for them to 
bring in their horses and cattle to the fort These were to be 
sold by auction, under the superintendence of the agent ; and 
their owners were to receive a fair value for them on their 
arrival at their new home in the west. Their plantations or 
" improvements n were to be disposed of in a similar manner. 

The day of auction came round ; but, to the chagrin of the 
commissioner, the expected flocks did not make their appearance, 
and the sale had to bo postponed. 

The failure on the part of the Indians to bring in their cattle 
was a hint of what might be expected ; though others, of a still 
more palpable nature, were soon afforded. 

The tranquillity that had reigned for some weeks was but the 
ominous silence that precedes the storm. Like the low mutter- 
ings of the distant thunder, events now began to occur, the sure 
harbingers of an approaching conflict. ( 

As usual, the white man was the aggressor. Three Indians 
were found hunting outside the boundary of the "reserve." 
They were made captives by a party of white men, and, fast 
bound with raw-hide ropes, were confined in a log-stable belong- 
ing to one of the party. In this situation they were kept three 
days and nights, until a band of their own tribe hearing of their 
confinement, hastened to their rescue. There was a skirmish, in 
which some Indians were wounded ; but the white men fled, and 
the captives were released. 

" On bringing them forth to the light, their friends beheld a 
most pitiable sight " — I am quoting from a faithful history — " the 
rope with which these poor fellows were tied had worn through 
the flesh : they had temporarily lost the use of their limbs, being 
unable to stand or walk. They had bled profusely, and had 
received no food during their confinement ; so it may readily be 
imagined that they presented a horrible picture of suffering." 

Again : " Six Indians were at their camp near Eanapaha 



Digitized 



by Google 



253 OSOEOLA. 

Pond, when a party of whites came upon them, took their guns 
from them, examined their packs, and commenced whipping 
them. While in the act, two other Indians approached, and 
seeing what was going on, fired upon the whites. The latter 
returned the fire, killed one of the Indians, and severely 
wounded the other." 

Exasperation was natural — retaliation certain. On the other 
side, read : 

" On the 11th of August, Dalton, the mail-carrier between 
Fort King and Fort Brooke, was met within six miles of the 
latter place by a party of Indians, who seized the reins of his 
horse, and dragging him from the saddle, shot him dead. The 
mangled body was discovered some days afterwards concealed in 
the woods." 

"A party of fourteen mounted men proceeded on a scout 
towards Wacahonta — the plantation of Captain Gabriel Priest — 
and when within one mile of the place, they came upon a small 
hommock, through which some of the party declined passing. 
Four of them, however, dashed into it, when the Indians sud- 
denly arose from ambush, and fired upon them. The two in 
advance were wounded. A Mr. Foulke received a bullet in his 
neck, but was picked up by those in his rear, and borne off. 
The other, a son of Captain Priest, had his arm broken, and his 
horse shot dead under him. He fled, and sinking his body in a 
swamp, succeeded in eluding the search of the pursuers." 

" About the same time, a party of Indians attacked a number 
of men who were employed cutting live-oak timber on an island 
in Lake George. The men escaped by taking to their boats, 
though two of their number were wounded." 

"At New River, on the south-east side of the peninsula, the 
Indians attacked the house of a Mr. Cooley — murdered his wife, 
children, and a tutor engaged in the family. They carried off 
twelve barrels of provisions, thirty hogs, three horses, one keg 
of powder, over two hundred pounds of lead, seven hundred dot 
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lars in silver, and two negroes. Mr. Cooley was absent at the 
time. On his return, he found his wife shot through the heart 
with her infant child in her arms, and his two. oldest children 
also shot in the same place. The girl still held her book in her 
bands, and the boy's lay by his side. The house was in 



" At Spring Garden, on the St. Johns, the extensive planta- 
tion of Colonel Rees was laid waste, and his buildings burnt to 
the ground. Sugar-cane, sufficient to manufacture ninety hogs- 
heads, was destroyed ; besides thirty hogsheads of sugar, and 
one hundred and sixty-two negroes were carried off. The mules and 
horses were also taken. The same Indians destroyed the build- 
ings of M. Depeyster, with whose negroes they formed a league; and 
being supplied with a boat, they crossed the river and fired the 
establishment of Captain Dummett. Major Heriot's plantation 
was laid waste, and eighty of his negroes moved off with the Indians. 
Then on towards San Augustine, where the extensive plantations 
of General Hernandez were reduced to a ruin ; next, Bulow's, 
Dopont's of Buen Retiro, Dunham's, McRae's of Tomoka Creek, 
the plantations of Bayas, General Herring, and Bartalone Solano, 
with nearly every other from San Augustine southward." 

Simple historic facts. I quote them as illustrating the events 
that ushered in the Seminole war. Barbarous though they be v 
they were but acts of retaliation — the wild outburst of a ven- 
geance long pent up — a return for wrongs and insults patiently 
endured. 

As yet, no general engagement had taken place ; but maraud- 
ing parties sprang up simultaneously in different places. Many 
of those who had inflicted outrage upon the Indians were forth- 
with repaid ; and many barely escaped with their lives. Confla- 
gration succeeded conflagration, until the whole country was on 
fire. Those who lived in the interior, or upon the borders of the 
Indian reserve, were compelled to abandon their crops, their 
stock, their implements of husbandry, their furniture, and indeed 
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every article of value, and seek shelter within the forts, or con- 
centrate themselves in the neighbouring villages, around which 
stockades were erected for their better security. 

The friendly chiefs — the Omatlas and others — with about fonr 
hundred followers, abandoned their towns, and fled to Fort 
Brooke for protection. 

The strife was no longer hypothetical, no longer doubtful ; it 
was declared in the wild Yo-ho*het! that night and day was 
heard ringing in the woods. 



CHAPTER L. 

TRACING A STRANGE HORSEMAN. 

As yet but few troops had reached Florida, though detach- 
ments were on the way from New Orleans, Fort Moultrie, 
Savannah, Mobile, and other depdts, where the soldiers of the 
United States are usually stationed. Corps of volunteers, how- 
ever, were being hastily levied in the larger towns of Georgia, 
Carolina, and Florida itself ; and every settlement was muster- 
ing its quota to enter upon the campaign. 

It was deemed advisable to raise a force in the settlements of 
the Suwanee — my native district — and on this duty my friend 
Gallagher was dispatched, with myself to act as his lieutenant. 

Right gladly did I receive this order. I should escape from 
the monotonous duties of the fort garrison, of which I had 
grown weary enough ; but what was a still more pleasant pros- 
pect, I should have many days at home — for which I was not 
without longing. 

Gallagher was as overjoyed as myself. He was a keen sports- 
man ; though, having spent most of his life within the walls of 
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cities, or in forts along the Atlantic seaboard, he had found only 
rare opportunities of enjoying either the " fox-chase w or " deer- 
drive." I had promised him both to his heart's content, for 
both the game and the " vermin n were plenteous in the woods 
of the Suwanee. 

Not unwillingly, therefore, did we accept our recruiting com- 
mission ; and, bidding adieu to our companions at the fort, set out 
with light hearts and pleasant anticipations. Equally joyous 
was Black Jake to get back once more to the " ole plantayshun." 

In the quarter of the Suwanee settlements, the Indian maraud- 
ers had not yet shown themselves. It lay remote from the 
towns of most of the hostile tribes, though not too distant for a 
determined foray. In a sort of lethargic security, the inhabi- 
tants still remained at their houses — though a volunteer forco 
had already been mustered — and patrols were kept in constant 
motion. 

I had frequent letters from my mother and Virginia ; neither 
appeared to feel any alarm : my sister especially declared her 
confidence that the Indians would not molest them. 

Withal, I was not without apprehension ; and with so much 
the greater alacrity did I obey the order to proceed to the 
settlements. 

Well mounted, we soon galloped over' the forest road, and 
approached the scenes of my early life. This time, I encountered 
no ambuscade, though I did not travel without caution. But 
the order had been given us within the hour ; and having almost 
immediately set forth, my assassin-enemies could have had no 
warning of my movements. With the brave Gallagher by my 
side, and my stout henchman at my back, I dreaded no open 
attack from white men. ^ 

My only fear was, that we might fall in with some straggling 
party of red men — now our declared enemies. In this there was 
a real danger ; and we took every precaution to avoid such an 
encounter. 
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At several places we saw traces of the Indians nearly fresh. 
There were moccasin prints, in the mud, and the tracks of horses 
that had been mounted. At one place we observed the debris 
of a fire still smouldering, and around it were signs of the red 
men. A party had there bivouacked. 

But we saw no man, red or white, until we had passed the 
deserted plantation upon the creek, and were approaching the 
banks of the river. Then for the first time during our journey a 
man was in sight. 

He was a horseman, and at a glance we pronounced* him on 
Indian. He was at too great a distance for us to note either his 
complexion or features; but the style of dress, his attitude in the 
saddle, the red sash and leggings, and above all, the ostrich- 
plumes waving over his head, told us he was a Seminole. He 
was mounted upon a large black horse ; and had just emerged 
from the wood into the opening, upon which we had ourselves 
entered. He appeared to see us at the same time we caught 
sight of him, and was evidently desirous of avoiding us. 

After scanning us a moment, he wheeled his steed, and dashed 
back into the timber. 

Imprudently enough, Gallagher put spurs to his horse and 
galloped after. I should have counselled a contrary course; but 
that the belief was in my mind that the horseman was Osceola. 
In that case, there could be no danger ; and from motives of 
friendship, I was desirous of coming up with the youug chief, and 
exchanging a word with him. With this view I followed my 
friend at a gallop — Jake coming on in the rear. 

I was almost sure the strange horseman was Osceola. I 
fancied I recognized the ostrich-plumes ; and Jake had told me 
that the young chief rode a fine black horse. In all likelihood, 
then it was he ; and in order to hail, and bring him to a halt, I 
spurred ahead of Gallagher — being better mounted. 

We soou entered the timber, where the horseman had dis- 
appeared. I saw the fresh tracks, but nothing more. I shouted 
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aloud, calling the young chief by name, and pronouncing my 
own ; but there was no reply, save the echo of my voice. 

I followed the trail for a short distance, continuing to repeat 
my cries ; but no heed was given to them. The horseman did 
uot wish to answer my hail, or else had ridden too far away to 
understand its intent. 

Qf course, unless he made a voluntary halt, it was vain to 
follow. We might ride on his trail for a week without coming 
up with him. Gallagher saw this as well as myself; and 
abandoning the pursuit, we turned once more towards the road, 
with the prospect of soon ending our journey. 

A cross-path, which I remembered, would bring us by a shorter 
route to the landing ; and for this we now headed. 

We had not ridden far, when we again struck upon the tracks 
of a horse — evidently those made by the horseman we had just 
pursued, but previously to our having seen him. They led in a 
direct line from the river, towards which we were steering. 

Some slight thought prompted me to an examination of the 
hoof-prints. I perceived that they were wet — water was oozing 
into them from the edges ; there was a slight sprinkling of 
water upon the dead leaves that lay along the trail. The horse- 
man had been swimming — he had been across the river I 

This discovery led me into a train of reflection. What could 
he — an Indian — want on the other side ? If Osceola, as I still 
believed, what could he be doing there ? In the excited state of 
the country, it would have been risking his life for an Indian to 
have approached the settlement — and to have been discovered 
and captured would have been certain death. This Indian, then, 
whoever he was, must have some powerful motive for seeking the 
other side. What motive ? If Osceola, what motive 

I was puzzled — and reflected ; I could think of no motive, 
unless that the young chief had been playing the spy — no dis- 
honourable act on the part of an Indian. 

The supposition was not improbable, but the contrary; and 
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jet I could not bring myself to believe it true. A cloud had 
swept suddenly over iny soul, a presentiment scarcely defined or 
definable was in my thoughts, a demon seemed to whisper in my 
ears ; It is not thai. 

Certainly had the horseman been across the river ? Let us 
see I 

We rode rapidly along the trail, tracing it backwards. 

In a few minutes it guided us to the bank, where the tracks 
led out from the water's edge. No corresponding trail entered 
near. Yes, he had been across. 

I plied the spur, and plunging in, swam for the opposite shore. 
My companion followed without asking any questions. 

Once more out of the river, I rode up the bank. I soon dis- 
covered the hoof-marks of the black horse where he had sprung 
off into the stream. 

Without pausing, I continued to trace them backwards, still 
followed by Gallagher and Jake. 

The former wondered at my eagerness, and put some questions, 
which I scarcely answered coherently. My presentiment was 
each moment growing darker — my heart throbbed in my bosom 
with a strange indescribable pain. 

The trail brought us to a small opening in the heart of a 
magnolia grove. It went no further. We had arrived at its 
end. 

My eyes rested upon the ground with a sort of mechanical 
gaze. I sat in the saddle in a kind of stupor. The dark pre- 
sentiment was gone, but a far darker thought occupied its 
place. 

The ground was covered with hoof-tracks, as if horses had 
been halted there. Most of the tracks were those of the black 
horse; but there were others of not half their dimensions. There 
was the tiny shoe-mark of a small pony. 

" Golly 1 Mass'r George/' muttered Jake, coming forward in 
advance of the other, and bending his eyes upon the ground ; 



Digitized 



by Google 



WHO WA8 THE RIDER? 259 

" lookee dar— dat am tha track ob de leetle White Fox. Missa 
Vaginny's been hya for sartin." 



CHAPTER LI. 

WHO WAS THE RIDER? 

I felt faint enough to have reeled from the saddle j bat the 
necessity of concealing the thoughts that were passing within me, 
kept me firm. There are suspicions that even a bosom friend 
may not share ; and mine were of this character, if suspicions 
they could be called. Unhappily, they approached the nature 
of convictions. 

I saw that Gallagher was mystified ; not, as I supposed, by 
the tracks upon the ground, but by my behaviour in regard to 
them. He had observed my excited manner on taking up the 
trail, and while following it ; he could not have failed to do so ; 
and now, on reaching the glade, he looked upon a pallid face, and 
lips quivering with emotions to him unintelligible. 

" What is it, Geordie, my boy ? Do you think the ridskin 
has been after some dhirty game ? Playing the spy on your 
plantation, eh f ' 

The question aided me in my dilemma. It suggested a reply 
which I did not believe to be the truth. 

" Likely enough," I answered, without displaying any embar- 
rassment ; " an Indian spy, I have no doubt of it ; and evidently 
in communication with some of the negroes, since this is the track 
of a pony that belongs to the plantation. Some of them have 
ridden thus far to meet him ; though for what purpose it is dif- 
ficult to guess." 

" Massa George," spoke out my black follower, dar's no one 
cbber ride da White Fox, , ceptin ,w 
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" Jake \" I shouted, sharply interrupting him, " gallop forward 
to the house, and tell them we are coming. Quick, my man l n 

My command was too positive to be obeyed with hesitation ; 
and, without finishing his speech, the black put spurs to his cob, 
and rode rapidly past us. 

It was a manoeuvre of mere precaution. But the moment be- 
fore, I had no thought of dispatching an avant courier to 
announce us. I knew what the simple fellow was about to say : 
" No one ebber ride da White Fox, 'ceptin' Missa Vaginny f and 
I had adopted this ruse to stifle his speech. 

I glanced towards my companion, after Jake had passed out 
of sight. He was a man of open heart and free of tongue, with 
not one particle of the secretive principle in his nature. His fine 
florid face was seldom marked by a line of suspicion ; but I 
observed that it now wore a puzzled expression, and I felt 
uneasy. No remark, however, was made by either of us ; and 
turnipg into the path which Jake had taken, we rode forward. 

The path was a cattle-track — too narrow to admit of our 
riding abreast ; and Gallagher permitting me to act as pilot, 
drew his horse into the rear. In this way we moved silently on- 
ward. 

I had no need to direct my horse. It was an old road to him : 
he knew where he was going. I took no heed of him, but left 
him to stride forward at his will. 

I scarcely looked at the path — once or twice only — and then 
I saw the tracks of the pony — backward and forward ; but I 
heeded them no more ; I knew whence and whither they led. 

I was too much occupied with thoughts within, to notice aught 
without or around me. 

Could it have been any other than Virginia ? Who else ? It 
was true what Jake had intended to say — that no one except 
my sister ever rode " White Fox" — no one upon the plantation 
being permitted to mount this favourite miniature of a steed. 

Yes — there was an exception. I had seen Viola upon him. 
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Perhaps Jake would hare added this exception, had I allowed 
him to finish his speech. Might it hare been Viola ? 

Bat what could be her purpose in meeting the Seminole chief ? 
for that the person who rode the pony had held an interview 
with the latter, there could not be the shadow of a doubt ; the 
tracks told that clearly enough. 

What motive could have moved the quadroon to such a meet- 
ing ? Surely none. Not surely, either ; how could / say so ? 
I had been long absent ; many strange events had transpired in 
my absence — many changes. How could I tell but that Viola 
had grown " tired " of her sable sweetheart, and looked kindly 
upon the dashing chieftain ? No doubt there had been many 
opportunities for her seeing the latter ; for, after my departure 
for the north, several years had elapsed before the expulsion of 
the Powells from their plantation. And now, that I thought of 
it, I remembered something — a trifling circumstance that had 
occurred on that very day when young Powell first appeared 
among us : Viola had expressed admiration of the handsome 
youth. I remembered that this had made Black Jake very 
angry ; that my sister, too, had been angry, and scolded Viola, 
as I thought at the time, for mortifying her faithful lover. Viola 
was a beauty, and like most beauties, a coquette. My conjec- 
ture might be right. It was pleasant to think so ; but, alas, 
poor Jake ! 

Another slight circumstance tended to confirm this view. I 
had observed of late a change in my henchman ; he was cer- 
tainly not as cheerful as of yore ; he appeared more reflective — 
serious— dull. 

God grant that this might be the explanation I 

There was another conjecture that offered me a hope ; one 
that, if true, would have satisfied me still better, for I had a 
strong feeling of friendship for Black Jake. 

The other hypothesis was simply what Gallagher had already 
suggested — although White Pox was not allowed to be ridden, 
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some of the people might have stolen him for a ride. It was pos- 
sible, and not without probability. There might be disaffected 
slaves on our plantation — there were on almost every other — 
who were in communication with hostile Indians. The place was 
more than a mile from the house. Riding would be pleasanter 
than walking ; and taking the pony from its pastures might be 
easily accomplished, without fear of observation. A great black 
negro may have been the rider after all God grant that this 
might be the true explanation I 

The mental prayer had scarcely passed my thoughts, when an 
object came under my eyes, that swept my theories to the wind, 
sending a fresh pang through my heart. 

A locust tree grew by the side of the path, with its branches 
extending partially across. A strip of ribbon had caught on 
one of the spines, and was waving in the breeze. It was silk, 
and of fine texture — a bit of the trimming of a lady's dress torn 
off by the thorn. 

To me it was a sad token. My fabric of hopeful fancies fell 
into ruin at the sight. No negro — not even Viola — could have 
left such evidence as that ; and I shuddered as I spurred past 
the fluttering relic. 

I was in hopes my companion would not observe it ; but he 
did. It was too conspicuous to be passed without notice. As I 
glanced back over my shoulder, I saw him reach out his arm, 
snatch the fragment from the branch, and gaze upon it with a 
puzzled and inquiring look. 

Fearing he might ride up and question me, I spurred my 
horse into a rapid gallop, at the same time calling to him to 
follow. 

Ten minutes after, we entered the lawn and pulled up in front 
of the house. My mother and sister had come out into the 
verandah to receive us ; and we were greeted with words of wel- 
come. 

But I heard, or heeded them not ; my gaze was riveted on 
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Virginia — upon her dress. It was a riding-habit : the plumed 
chapeau was still upon her head I 

My beautiful sister — never seemed she more beautiful than at 
that moment ; her cheeks were crimsoned with the wind, her 
golden tresses hanging oyer them. But it joyed me not to Bee 
her so fair : in my eyes, she appeared a fallen angel. 

I glanced at Gallagher as I tottered out of my saddle : I saw 
that he comprehended all. Nay, more — his countenance wore 
an expression indicative of great mental suffering, apparently as 
acute as my own. My friend he was — tried and true ; he had 
observed my anguish — he now guessed the cause ; and his look 
betokened the deep sympathy with which my misfortune inspired 
him. 



CHAPTER LII. 

COLD COURTESY. 

I bkjkivkd my mother's embrace with filial warmth ; my sis- 
ter's in silence — almost with coldness. My mother noticed this, 
and wondered. Gallagher also shewed reserve in his greeting 
of Virginia ; and neither did this pass unobserved. 

Of the four, my sister was the least embarrassed ; she was 
not embarrassed at all. On the contrary, her lips moved freely, 
and her eyes gparkled with a cheerful expression, as if really 
joyed by our arrival. 

" Ton have been on horseback, sister ?" I said, in a tone that 
u fleeted indifference as to the reply. 

" Say, rather, pony-back. My little Foxey scarcely deserves 
the proud title of horse. Yes, I have been out for an air- 
ing." 



[ Alone V 



Digitized 



by Google 



264 OSCEOLA. 

" Quite alone — solus bolus, as the black people have it." 

" Is it prudent, sister ?" 

"Why not? I often do it. What have I to fear? The 
wolves and panthers are hunted out, and White Fox is too swift 
either for a bear or an alligator." 

" There are creatures to be encountered in the woods more 
dangerous than wild beasts." 

I watched her countenance as I made the remark, but I saw 
not the slightest change. 

"What creatures, George?" she asked in a drawling tone, 
imitating that in which I had spoken. 

" Redskins — Indians," I answered abruptly. 

" Nonsense, brother ; there are no Indians in this neighbour- 
hood — at least," added she with marked hesitation, " none that 
we need fear. Did I not write to tell you so ? You are fresh 
from the hostile ground, where I suppose there is an Indian in 
every bush ; but remember, Geordy, you have travelled a long 
way, and unless you have brought the savages with you, you 
will find none here. So, gentlemen, you may go to sleep to-night 
without fear of being awakened by the Yo-ho*ket." 

" Is that so certain, Miss Randolph ?" inquired Gallagher, now 
joining in the conversation, and no longer " broguing " it. " Your 
brother and I have reason to believe that some, who have already 
raised the war-cry, are not so far off from the settlements of the 
Suwanee." 

"Mss Randolph! Ha, ha, ha! Why Mister GaUagher, 
where did you learn that respectful appellative ? It is so distant 
you must have fetched it a long way. It used to be Virginia, 
and Virgine, and Yirginny, and simple 'Gin — for which last I 
could have spitted you, Mister Gallgaher, and would, had you not 
given up calling me so. What's the matter ? It is just three 
months since we — that is, you and I, Mister Gallagher — met last; 
and scarcely two since Geordy and I parted ; and now you are 
both here — one talking as solemnly as Solon, the other as soberly 
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as Socrates ! George, I presume, after another spell of absence, 
will be styling me Miss Randolph — I suppose that's the fashion 
at the fort. Come, fellows," she added, striking the balustrade 
with her whip, " jour minds and your mouths, and give me the 
reason of this wonderful ' transmogrification/ for by my word, 
you shall not eat till you do !" 

The relation in which Gallagher stood to my sister requires a 
little explanation. He was not new either to her or my mother. 
During their sojourn in the north, he had met them both ; 
bat the former often. As my almost constant companion, he 
had ample opportunity of becoming acquainted with Virginia ; 
and he had, in reality, grown well acquainted with her. They 
met on the most familiar terms — even to using the diminutives 
of each other's names ; and I could understand why my sister 
regarded "Miss Randolph" as a rather distaut mode of address; 
but I understood, also, why he had thus addressed her. 

There was a period when I believed my friend in love with 
Virginia; that was shortly after their introduction to each other. 
But as time wore on, I ceased to have this belief. Their beha- 
viour was not that of lovers — at least, according to my notion. 
They were too friendly to be in love. They used to romp 
together, and read comic books, and laugh, and chatter by the 
hour about trivial things, and call each other jack-names, and 
the like. In fact, it was a rare thing to hear them either talk 
or act soberly when in each other's company. All this was so 
different from my ideas of how two lovers would act — so differ- 
ent from the way in which I should have acted — that I gave up 
the fancy I had held, and afterwards regarded them as two be- 
ings whose characters had a certain correspondence, and whose 
hearts were in unison for friendship, but not for love. 

One other circumstance confirmed me in this belief: I 
observed that my sister, during Gallagher's absence, had little 
relish for gaiety, which had been rather a characteristic of her 
girlish days ; but the moment the latter would make his appear- 

12 
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ance, a sadden change would come oyer her, and she would enter 
with abandon into all the idle bagatelle of the hour. 

Love, thought I, does nof so exhibit itself. If there was one 
in whom she felt a heart-interest, it was not he who was present. 
No — Gallagher was not the man ; and the play that passed 
between them was but the fond familiarity of two persons who 
esteemed each other, without a spark of love being mixed up in 
the affection. ' 

The dark suspicion that now rested upon his mind, as upon my 
own, had evidently saddened him — not from any feeling of 
jealousy, but out of pure friendly sympathy for me— perhaps, 
too, for her. His bearing towards her, though within the rules 
of the most perfect politeness, was changed — much changed ; no 
wonder she took notice of it — no wonder she called for an 
explanation. 

" Quick V cried she, cutting the vine-leaves with her whip. 
u Is it a travesty, or are you in earnest ? Unbosom yourselves 
both, or I keep my vow — you shall have no dinner. I shall 
myself go to the kitchen, and countermand it" 

Despite the gloomy thoughts passing within, her manner and 
the odd menace compelled Gallagher to break into laughter — 
though his laugh was far short of the hearty cachinnation she 
had been accustomed to hear from him. 

I was myself forced to smile ; and, seeing the necessity of 
smothering my emotions, I stammered forth what might pass for 
an explanation. It was not the time for the true one. 

"Verily, sifter," said I, "we are too tired for mirth, and 
too hungry as well. Consider how far we have ridden, and under 
a broiling sun ! Neither of us has tasted a morsel since leaving 
the fort, and our breakfast there was none of the most sumptu- 
ous — corncakes and weak coffee, with pickled pork. How I 
long for some of Aunt Sheba's Virginia biscuits and ' chicken 
fixings.' Pray, let us hnve our dinner, and then you shall see a 
change in us ! We shall both be as merry as sand-boys after it," 



Digitized 



by Google 



_ my sister's spirit. 267 

Satisfied with this explanation, or affecting to be so— for her 
response was a promise to let us have our dinner — accompanied 
by a cheerful laugh — my sister retired to make the necessary 
change in her costume, while my friend and I were shown to our 
separate apartments. 

♦ * * * * * 

At dinner, and afterwards, I did my utmost to counterfeit 
ease — to appear happy and cheerful. I noticed that Gallagher 
was enacting a similar mitier. 

Perhaps this seeming may hare deceived my mother, but not 
Virginia. Ere many hours had passed, I observed signs of sus- 
picion — directed equally against Gallaher as myself. She sus- 
pected that all was not right, and began to show pique — almost 
gpitefulness — in her conversation with us both. 



CHAPTER LIII. 
my sister's spirit. 

For the remainder of that day and throughout the next, this 
unsatisfactory state of things continued, during which time the 
three of us — my friend, my sister, and myself— acted under a 
polite reserve. It was triangular, for I had not made Gallagher 
my confidant, but left him entirely to his conjectures. He was 
a true gentleman; and never even hinted at what he must have 
well known was engrossing the whole of my thoughts. It was 
my intention to unbosom myself to him, and seek his friendly 
advice, but not until a little time had elapsed — not till I had 
obtained a full idaircissmmt from Virginia. 

I waited for an opportunity to effect this. Not but that 
many a one offered — many a time might I have found her alone; 
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but, on each occasion, my resolution forsook me. I actually 
dreaded to bring her to a confession. 

And yet I felt that it was my duty. As her brother — the 
nearest male relative, it was mine to guard her honour — to pre- 
serve the family escutcheon pure and untarnished. 

For days was I restrained from this fraternal duty — partly 
through a natural feeling of delicacy — partly from a fear of the 
disclosure I might draw forth. I dreaded to know the truth. 
That a correspondence had passed between my sister and the 
Indian chief — that it was in all probability still going on — that a 
clandestine meeting had taken place — more than one, mayhap- 
all this I knew well enough. But to what length had these 
proceedings been carried ? How far had my poor sister com- 
promised herself? These were the interrogatories to which I 
dreaded the answer. * 

I believed she would tell me the truth — that is, if entreated ; 
if commanded, no. 

Of the last, I felt satisfied. I knew her proud spirit — prouder 
of late. When roused to hostility, she could be capable of the 
most obstinate resistance — firm and unyielding. There was 
much of my mother's nature in her, and little of my father's. 
Personally, as already stated, she resembled her mother; intel- 
lectually, there was also a similitude. She was one of those 
women — for she now deserved the title — who have never known 
the restraint of a severe discipline, and who grow up in the 
belief that they have no superior, no master upon earth. Hence 
the full development of a feeling of perfect independence, which, 
among American women, is common enough, but, in other lands, 
can only exist among those of the privileged classes. Uncon- 
trolled by parent, guardian, or teacher — for this last had not 
been allowed to " rule by the rod n — my sister had grown to the 
age of womanhood, and she felt herself as masterless as a queen 
upon her throne. 

She was independent in another sense — one which exerts a 
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large influence over the freedom of the spirit — her fortune was 
her own. 

In the States of America, the law of entail is not allowed; it 
is even provided against by statute. Those statesmen presidents 
who in long line succeeded the Father of the Republic, were 
wise legislators. They saw lurking under this wicked law — 
which, at most, appears only to affect the family relations — the 
strong arm of the political tyrant; and, therefore, took measures 
to guard against its introduction to the land. Wisely did they 
act, as time will show, or, indeed, has shown already; for had 
the congress of Washington's day but sanctioned the law of 
entail, the great American republic would long since have 
passed into an oligarchy. 

Untrammelled by any such unnatural statute, my father had 
acted as all men of proper feeling are likely to do; he had fol- 
lowed the dictates of the heart, and divided his property in 
equal shares between his children. So far as independence of 
fortune went, my sister was my equal. 

Of course, our mother had not been left unprovided for, but 
the bulk of the patrimonial estate now belonged to Virginia and 
myself. 

My sister, then, was an heiress — quite independent of either 
mother or brother — bound by no authority to either, except 
that which exists in the ties of the heart — in filial and sororal 
affection. 

I have been minute with these circumstances, in order to 
explain the delicate duty I had to perform, in calling my sister 
to an account. 

Strange that I reflected not on my own anomalous position. 
At that hour, it never entered my thoughts. Here was I affi- 
anced to the sister of this very man, with the sincere intention 
of making her my wife. 

I could perceive nothing unnatural, nothing disgraceful iu 
the alliance — neither would society. Such, in earlier times, had 
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done honour to Rolfe, who had mated with a maiden of darker 
skin, less beauty, and far slighter accomplishments than Maumee. 
In later days, hundreds of others had followed his example, 
without the loss either of caste or character; and why should 
not I ? In truth, the question had never occurred to me, for it 
never entered my thoughts that my purpose in regard to my 
Indian fiancii was otherwise than perfectly en right. 

It would have been different had there been a taint of Afri- 
can blood in the veins of my intended. Then, indeed, might I 
have dreaded the frowns of society — for in America it is not the 
colour of the skin that condemns, but the blood — the blood. The 
white gentleman may marry an Indian wife; she may enter soci- 
ety withont protest — if beautiful, become a belle. 

All this I knew, while, at the same time, I was slave to a 
belief in the monstrous anomaly that where the blood is mingled 
from the other side — where the woman is white and the man 
red — the union becomes a mesalliance, a disgrace. By the 
friends of the former, such a union is regarded as a misfortune— 
a fall; and when the woman chances to be a lady — ah I then, 

indeed 

. Little regard as I had for many of my country's prejudices, 
regarding race and colour, I was not free from the influence of 
this social maxim. To believe my sister in love with an Indian, 
would be to regard her as lost — fallen! No matter how high 
in rank among his own people— no matter how brave — how 
accomplished he might be — no matter if it were Osceola him- 
self! 
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CHAPTER LIV. 

ASKING AN EXPLANATION. 

Suspense was preying upon me; I could endure it no longer. 
I at length resolved upon demanding an explanation from my 
sister, as soon as I should find her alone. 

The opportunity soon offered. I chanced to see her in the 
lawn, down near the edge of the lake. I saw that she was in a 
mood unusually cheerful. 

" Alas!" thought I, as I approached full of my resolutions — 
" these smiles! I shall soon change them to tears. Sister." 

She was talking to her pets, and did not hear me, or pre- 
tended she did not. 

" Sister!" I repeated, in a louder voice. 

" Well, what is it V 9 she inquired, drily, without looking up. 

" Pray, Virginia, leave off your play, and talk to me." 

" Certainly, that is an inducement. I have had so little of 
jour tongue of late, that I ought to feel gratified by your pro- 
posal. Why don't you bring your friend, and let him try a little 
in that line too. You have been playing double dummy long 
enough to get tired of it, I should think. But go on with the 
game, if it please you; it don't trouble me, I assure you. 

A Yankee ship and a Yankee crew, 

Tally high ho, you know t 
Won't strike to the foe while the sky it is bine, 

And a tar's aloft or alow. 

Come now, little Fan I Fan! don't go too near the bank, or you 
may get a ducking, do you hear V 9 
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" Pray, sister Virginia, give over this badinage : I have some- 
thing of importance to say to you." 

" Importance! What ! are you going to get married? No, 
that can't be it — your face is too portentous and lugubrious : 
you look more like one on the road to be hanged — ha, ha, ha!" 

11 1 tell you, sister, I am in earnest." 

"Who said you wasn't? In earnest? I believe you, my 
boy." 

" Listen to me, Virginia. I have something important — very 
important to talk about. I have been desirous of breaking the 
subject to you ever since my return." 

" Well, why did you not ? you have had opportunities enough. 
Have I been hid from you ?" 

« No— but^-the fact is " 

" 60 on, brother ; you have an opportunity now. If it be a 
petition, as your looks appear to say, present it ; I am ready to 
receive it." 

" Nay, Virginia ; it is not that. The subject upon which I 
wish to speak " 

" What subject, man ? Out with it !" 

I was weary with so much circumlocution, and a little piqued 
as well 5 I resolved to bring it to an end. A word, thought I, 
will tame down her tone, and render her as serious as myself, I 
answered : 

" Osceola." 

I looked to see her start, to see her cheek turn alternately 
red and pale ; but to my astonishment no such symptoms dis- 
played themselves ; not the slightest indication of any extraor- 
dinary emotion betrayed itself either in her look or manner. 

She replied almost directly and without hesitation : 

II What ! the young chief of the Seminoles ? our old play- 
fellow, Powell ? He is to be the subject of our discourse ? You 
could not have chosen one more interesting to me. I could talk 
all day long about this brave fellow !" 
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I was struck dumb by her reply, and scarcely knew in what 
way to proceed. 

" But what of him, brother George ?" continued my sister, 
looking me more soberly in the face. " I hope no harm has 
befallen him ?" 

" None that I know of: the harm has fallen upon those 
nearer and dearer." 

" I do not understand you, my mysterious brother." 

"But you shall. I am about to put a question to you — 
answer me, and answer me truly, as you value my love and 
friendship." 

" Your question, sir, without these insinuations. I can speak 
the truth, I fancy, without being scared by threats." 

" Then speak it, Virginia. Tell me, is Powell — is Osceola — 
your lover ?" 

" Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha I" 

" Nay, Virginia, this is no laughing matter." 

II By my faith, I think it is — a very capital joke— ha, ha, ha 1" 
" I want no trifling, Virginia ; an answer." 

" You shall get no answer to such an absurd question." 

" It is not absurd. I have good reasons for putting it." 

11 Reasons — state them, pray 1" 

" You cannot deny that something has passed between you ? 
You cannot deny that you have given him a meeting, and in the 
forest too? Beware how you make answer, for I have the 
proofs. We encountered the chief on his return. We saw him 
at a distance. He shunned us— no wonder. We followed his 
trail — we saw the tracks of the pony — oh I you met : it was all 
clear enough." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! What a pair of keen trackers — you and your 
friend — astute fellows I You will be invaluable on the war- 
path. You will be promoted to be chief spies to the army. 
Ha, ha, ha ! And so, this is the grand secret, is it ? this 
accounts for the demure looks, and the odd-fashioned airs that 
. 12* 
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have been puzzling me. My honour, eh? that was the care 
that was cankering you. By Diana ! I have reason to be thank- 
ful for being blessed with such a chivalric brace of guardians. 

In England, the garden of beauty is kept 
By the dragon of prudery, placed within call ; 

But bo oft this unamiable dragon has slept, 
That the garden was carelessly watched alter all. 

And so if, I have not the dragon prudery to guard me, I am to 
find a brace of dragons in my brother and his friend. Ha, ha, ha!" 

" Virginia, you madden me — this is no answer. Did you meet 
Osceola ?" 

" I'll answer that directly : after such sharp espionage, denial 
would not avail me. I did meet him." 

" And for what purpose ? Did you meet as lovers V 

" That question is impertinent ; I won't answer it." 

" Virginia I I implore you " 

" And cannot two people encounter each other in the woods, 
without being charged with love-making ? Might we not have 
come together by chance ? or might I not have had other busi- 
ness with the Seminole chief? You do not know all my secrets, 
nor do I intend you shall either." 

" Oh, it was no chance encounter — it was an appointment — a 
love-meeting : you could have had no other affair with Hm. n 

11 It is natural for you to think so — very natural, since I hear 
you practise such duettos yourself. How long, may I ask, since 
you held your last tete-drtite with your own fair charmer — the 
lovely Maumee ? Eh ! brother V 

I started as if stung. How could my sister have gained intelli- 
gence of this ? Was she only guessing ? and had chanced upon 
the truth ? 

For some moments I could not make reply, nor did I make 
any to her last interrogatory. I paid no heed to it, but, becom- 
ing excited, pressed my former inquiries with vehemence. 
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" Sister ! I most have an explanation ; I insist npon it — I 
demand it !" 

" Demand ! Ho ! that is yonr tone, is it ? That will scarcely 
serve you. A moment ago, when yon put yourself in the 
imploring attitude, I had well-nigh taken pity on you, and told 
you all. But, demand, indeed ! I answer no demands ; and to 
show you that I do not, I shall now go and shut myself in my 
room. So, my good fellow, you shall see no more of me for this 
day, nor to-morrow either, unless you come to your senses. 
Good-by, Oeordy — and au revoir, only on condition you behave 
yourself like a gentleman. 

44 A Yankee ship and a Yankee crew, 
Tally high ho, 70a know t 
Won't strike to the foe, etc., etc." 

And with this catch pealing from her lips, she passed across the 
parterre, entered the verandah, and disappeared within the door- 
way. 

Disappointed, mortified, sad, I stood riveted to the spot, 
scarcely knowing in what direction to turn myself. 



CHAPTER LV. 

THE VOLUNTEERS. 

My sister kept her word. I saw no more of her for that day, 
nor until noon of the next. Then she came forth from her 
chamber in full riding costume, ordered White Fox to be sad- 
dled, and mounting, rode off alone. 

I felt that I had no power over this capricious spirit. It was 
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idle to attempt controlling it. She was beyond the dictation of 
fraternal authority — her own mistress — and evidently determined 
npon having her will and her way. 

After the conversation of yesterday, I felt no inclination to 
interfere again. She was acquainted with my secret ; and know- 
ing this, any counsel from me would come with an ill grace, and 
be as ill received. I resolved, therefore, to withhold it, till some 
crisis should arrive that would render it more impressive. 

For several days this coolness continued between us — at which 
my mother often wondered, but of which she received no expla- 
nation. Indeed, I fancied that even her affection towards me 
was not so tender as it used to be. Perhaps I was wronging* 
her. She was a little angry with me about the duel with Ring- 
gold, the first intelligence of which had gravely affected her. 
On my return I had received her reproaches, for it was believed 
that I alontf was to blame in bringing the affair about. " Why 
had I acted so rudely towards Arens Ringgold ? And all about 
nothing ? A trumpery Indian belle ? What mattered it to me 
what may have been said about the girl ? Likely what was said 
was nothing more than the truth. I should have behaved with 
more prudence." 

I perceived that my mother had been informed upon most of 
the material points connected with the affair. Of one, however, 
she was ignorant : she knew not who the " trumpery Indian 
belle" was — she had not heard the name of Maumee. Knowing 
her to be ignorant of this, I listened with more calmness to the 
aspersive remarks. 

For all that, I was somewhat excited by her reproaches, and 
several times upon the point of declaring to her the true cause 
why I had called Ringgold to an account. For certain reasons 
I forbore. My mother would not have believed mo. 

As for Ringgold himself, I ascertained that a great change in 
his fortunes had lately taken place His father was dead — had 
died in a fit of passion, whilst in the act of chastising one of his 
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slaves. A blood-vessel had burst, and he had fallen, as if b y a 
judgment of God. 

Arena, the only son, was now master of his vast, ill-gotten 
wealth — a plantation with some three hundred slaves upon it ; 
and it was said that this had only made him more avaricious 
than ever. 

His aim was — as it had been that of the older Ringgold — to 
become owner of everybody and everything around him — a grand 
money-despot. The son was a fit successor to the father. 

He had played the invalid for a while — carrying his arm in a 
sling — and, as people said, not a little vain of having been en- 
gaged in a duel. Those who understood how that affair had 
terminated, thought he had little reason to be proud of it. 

It seemed the hostility between him and myself had brought 
about no change in his relations with our family. I learned that 
he had been a constant visitor at the house ; and the world 
still believed him the accepted suitor of Virginia. Moreover, 
since his late accession to wealth and power, he had grown more 
than ever a favorite with my ambitious mother. I learned all 
this with regret. 

The old home appeared to have undergone a change. There 
was not the same warmth of affection as of yore. I missed my 
kind, noble father. My mother at times appeared cold and dis- 
tant, as if she believed me undutiful. My uncle was her brother, 
and like her in everything ; even my fond sister seemed for the 
moment estranged. 

I began to feel as a stranger in my own house, and, feeling so, 
stayed but little at home. Most of the day was I . abroad, with 
Gallagher as my companion. Of course, my friend remained our 
guest during our stay on the Suwanee. 

Our time was occupied partly with the duties upon which we 
had been commanded, and partly in following the amusement of 
the chase. Of deer hunting and fox running we had an abund- 
ance ; but I did not enjoy it as formerly; neither did my corn- 
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panion — ardent sportsman though he was — seem to take the de- 
light in it which he had anticipated. 

Our military duties were by no means of an arduous nature, 
and were usually over before noon. Our orders had been, not 
so much to recruit volunteers as to superintend the organization 
of those already raised ; and " muster them into service." A 
corps had already advanced some length towards formation, 
having elected its own officers and enrolled most of its rank and 
file. Our part was to inspect, instruct, and govern them. 

The little church, near the centre of the settlement, was the head- 
quarters of the corps ; and there the drill was daily carried on. 

The men were mostly of the poorer class of white settlers — 
small renting planters — and squatters who dwelt along the 
swamp-edges, and who managed to eke out a precarious subsist- 
ence partly by the use of their axes, and partly from the product 
of their rifles. The old hunter Hickman was among the number ; 
and what did not much surprise me, I found the worthies Spence 
and Williams enrolled in the corps. Upon these scamps I was 
determined to keep a watchful eye, and hold them at a wary 
distance. 

Many of the privates were men of a higher class — for the com- 
mon danger had called all kinds into the field. 

The officers were usually planters of wealth and influence ; 
though there were some who, from the democratic influence of 
elections, were but ill qualified to wear epaulettes. 

Many of these gentlemen bore far higher official titles than 
either Gallagher or myself. Colonels and majors appeared to be 
almost as numerous as privates. But for all this, they did not 
demur to our exercising authority over them. In actual war 
time, it is not uncommon for a lieutenant of the " line/' or the 
lowest subaltern of the regular army, to be placed in command 
of a full colonel of militia or volunteers ! 

Here and there was an odd character, who, perhaps, in earlier 
life had " broken down" at West Point, or had gone through a 
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month of campaigning service in the Creek wars, under " Old 
Hickory." These, fancying themselves au fait in the military 
art, were not so pleasant to deal with ; and at times it required 
all Gallagher's determined firmness to convince them that he was 
commander-in-chief upon the Suwanee. 

My Mend's reputation as a " fire eater," which had preceded 
him, had as much weight in confirming his authority as the com- 
mission which he brought with him from " head-quarters." 

Upon the whole, we got along smoothly enough with these 
gentlemen — most of whom seemed desirous of learning their 
duty, and submitted to our instructions with cheerfulness. 

There was no lack of champagne, brandy, and cigars. The 
neighbouring planters were hospitable; and had my friend or my- 
self been inclined towards dissipation, we could not have been 
established in better quarters for indulging the propensity. 

To this, however, neither of us gave way ; and our moderation 
no doubt caused us to be held in higher esteem, even among the 
hard drinkers by whom we were surrounded. 

Our new life was by no means disagreeable ; and but for the 
unpleasantness that had arisen at home, I could have felt for the 
time contented and happy. 

At home— at home — there was the canker : it appeared no 
longer a home. 



CHAPTER LVI. 



MYSTERIOUS CHANGES. 



Not many days had elapsed before I observed a sudden change 
in the conduct of Gallagher ; not towards myself or my mother, 
but in his manner towards Virginia. 
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It was the day after I had held the conversation with her, that 
I first noticed this. I noticed at the same time that her manner 
towards him was equally altered. 

The somewhat frosty politeness that had hitherto been ob- 
served between them, appeared to have suddenly thawed, and 
their old genial friendship to become reestablished on its former 
footing. 

They now played, and sang, and laughed together, and read, 
and chattered nonsense, as they had been used to do in times 
past. 

"Ah !" thought I, " it is easy for him to forget ; he is but a 
friend, and, of course, cannot have the feelings of a brother. 
Little matters it to him what may be her secret relations, or with 
whom. What need he care about her improprieties? She is 
good company, and her winning way has beguiled him from 
dwelling upon that suspicion, which he must have entertained as 
well as myself. He has either forgotten, forgiven, or else found 
some explanation of her conduct that seems to satisfy him. At 
all events, I appear to have lost his sympathy, while she has 
regained his confidence and friendship. 

I was at first astonished at this new phase in the relations of 
our family circle — afterwards puzzled by it. 

I was too proud and piqued to ask Gallagher for an explana- 
tion ; and, as he did not volunteer to give one, I was compelled 
to abide in ignorance. 

I perceived that my mother also regarded this altered beha- 
viour with surprise, and also with a feeling of a somewhat differ- 
ent kind — suspicion. 

I could guess the reason of this. She fancied that they were 
growing too fond of each other — that, notwithstanding he had 
no fortune but his pay-roll, Virginia might fancy the dashing 
soldier for a husband. 

Of course my mother, having already formed designs as to the 
disposal of her daughter, could not calmly contemplate such a 
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destiny as this. It was natural enough, then, she should look 
with a jealous eye upon the gay confidence that had been esta- 
blished between them. 

I should have been glad if I could have shared my mother's 
suspicions ; happy if my sister had but fixed her affections there. 
My friend would have been welcome to call me brother. For- 
tuneless though he might be/ 1 should have made no opposition 
to that alliance. 

But it never entered my thoughts that there was aught be- 
tween the two but the old rollicking friendship ; and love acts 
not in that style. So far as Captain Gallagher was concerned, 
I could have given my mother assurance that would have quieted 
her fears. 

And yet to a stranger they might have appeared as lovers — 
almost to any one except myself. They were together half the 
day and half the night : they rode together into the woods, and 
were sometimes absent for hours at a time. I perceived that my 
comrade began to care little for my company, and daily less. 
Stranger still, the chase no longer delighted him ! As for duty, 
this he sadly neglected, and had not the " lieutenant " been on 
the ground, I fear the " corps n would have stood little chance of 
instruction. 

As days passed on, I fancied that Gallagher began to relapse 
into a more sober method. He certainly seemed more thought- 
ful. This was when my sister was out of sight. It was not the 
air he had worn after our arrival — but very different. 

It certainly resembled the bearing of a man in love. He 
would start on hearing my sister's voice from without — his ear 
was quick to. catch every word from her, and his eyes expressed 
delight whenever she came into the room. Once or twice, I saw 
him gazing at her with an expression upon his countenance that 
betokened more than friendship. 

My old suspicions began to return to me. After all, he might 
be in love with Virginia? 
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Certainly, she was fair enough to impress the heart even of this 
adamantine soldier. Gallagher was no lady's man — had never 
been known to seek conquests over the sex — in fact, felt some 
awkwardness in their company. My sister seemed the only one 
before whom he could converse with fluency or freedom. . 

Notwithstanding, and after all, he might be in love 1 

I should have been pleased to know it, could I only have 
insured him a reciprocity of his passion ; but alas 1 that was not 
in my power. 

I wondered whether she ever thought of him as a lover ; bat 
no — she could not — not if she was thinking of 

And yet her behaviour towards him was at times of such a 
character, that a stranger to her eccentricities would have 
fancied she loved him. Even I was mystified by her actions. 
She either had some feeling for him, beyond that of mere friend- 
ship, or made show of it. If he loved her, and she knew it, then 
her conduct was cruel in the extreme. 

I indulged in such speculations, though, only when I could not 
restrain myself from dwelling upon them. They were unpleasant ; 
at times, even painful. 

I lived in a maze of doubt, puzzled and perplexed at what was 
passing around me ; but at this time there turned up a new chap- 
ter in our family history, that, in point of mystery, eclipsed all 
others. A piece of information reached me, that, if true, most 
sweep all these new-sprung theories out my mind. 

I learned that my sister was in love urith Areas Ringgold — in 
other words, that she was " listening to his addresses \" 
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CHAPTER LVII. 

MT INFORMANT. 

This I had upon the authority of my faithful servant, Black 
Jake. Upon almost any other testimony, I should have been 
incredulous ; but his was unimpeachable. Negro as he was, his 
perceptions were keen enough ; while his earnestness proved that 
he believed what he said. He had reasons, and he gave them. 

I received the strange intelligence in this wise : 

I was seated by the bathing-pond, alone, busied with a book, 
when I heard Jake's familiar voice pronouncing my name : 
" Massr George." 

"Well, Jake?" I responded, without withdrawing my eyes 
from the page. 

" Ise wanted all da mornin to git you lone by yarself ; Ise 
want to bab a leetle bit ob a convasayshun, Massr George." 

The solemn tone, so unusual in the voice of Jake, awoke my 
attention. Mechanically closing the book, I looked up in his 
face : it was solemn as his speech. 

" A conversation with me, Jake V 

" Te, massr — dat am if you isn't ingage V 

" Oh, by no means, Jake. Go on : let me hear what you 
have to say.* 

M Poor fellow 1" thought I — " he has his sorrows too. Some 
complaint about Viola. The wicked coquette is torturing him 
with jealousy ; but what can I do ? I cannot make her love 
him — no. ' One man may lead a horse to the water, but forty 
can't make him drink.' No ; the little jade will act as she 
pleases in spite of any remonstrance on my part. Well, 
Jake 7" 

II Wa, Massr George, I doant meself like to intafere in tha 
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'fairs ob da family — daat I doant ; but ye see, massr, things am 
a gwine all wrong — all wrong, by golly V 

. " In what respect V } 

" Ab, massr, dat young lady — data young lady.* 

Polite of Jake to call Viola a yonng lady. 

" You think she is deceiving you V 9 

" More dan me, Massr George— more dan me." 

" What a wicked girl 1 But perhaps, Jake, you only fancy 
these things ? Have you had any proofs of her being unfaith- 
ful ? Is there any one in particular who is now paying her 
attentions V* 

" Yes, massr ; berry partickler — nebber so partickler before — 
nebber." 

" A white man V 

" Oorramighty, Massr George I" exclaimed Jake in a tone of 
surprise ; " you do talk kewrious : ob coorse it am a white man. 
No odder dan a white man dar shew 'tention to tha young lady. n 

I could not help smiling. Considering Jake's own complexion, 
he appeared to hold very exalted views of the unapproachable- 
ness of his charmer by those of her own race. I had once heard 
him boast that he was the " only man ob colour dat could shine 
thar" It was a white man, then, who was making his misery. 

" Who is he, Jake ?" I inquired. 

" Ah, mass., he am dat ar villain debbil, Arums Ringgol 1" 

" What ! Arens Ringgold ? — he making love to Viola I" 

" Viola ! Gorramighty, Massr George 1" exclaimed the black, 
staring till his eyes shewed only the whites — " Viola I Gorra- 
mighty, I nebber say Viola ! — nebber 1" 

" Of whom, then, are you speaking ?" 

" massr, did I not say da young lady ? dat am tha yonng 
Missa — Missa Vaginny." 

" Oh ! my sister you mean. Poh, poh I Jake. That is an 
old story. Arens Ringgold has been paying his addresses to my 
sister for many years ; but with no chance of success. You 



Digitized 



by Google 



MY INFORMANT. 285 

needn't trouble yourself about that, my faithful friend ; there is 
no danger of their getting married. She doesn't like him, Jake 
— I wonder who does or could — and even if she did, I would not 
permit it. But there's no fear, so you may make your mind easy 
on that score." 

My harangue seemed not to satisfy the black. He stood 
scratching his head, as if he had something more to communi- 
cate. I waited for him to speak. 

" 'Scoose me, Massr George, for da freedom, but dar you make 
mighty big mistake. It am true dar war a time when Missa 
Vaginny she no care for dat ar snake in da grass. But de times 
am change : him father — da ole thief— he am gone to tha udda 
world ? tha young un he now rich — he big planter — tha biggest 
on da ribber : ole missa she 'courage him come see Missa Va- 
ginny — 'cause he rich, he good spec." 

" I know all that, Jake : my mother always wished it ; but 
that signifies nothing — my sister is a little self-willed, and will be 
certain to have her own way. There is no fear of her giving her 
consent to marry, Arens Ringgold." 

"'Scoose me, Massr George, scoose me 'gain — I tell you, 
massr, you make mistake : she a'most consent now." 

"Why, what has pnt this notion into your head, my good fellow ?" 

" Viola, massr. Dat ere quadroon tell me all" 

" So, you are friends with Viola again ?" 

" Ye, Massr George, we good friend as ebber. Twar only my 
s*picion — I wor wrong. She good gal — she true as de rifle. No 
more s'picion o* her, on de part ob Jake — no." 

" I am glad of that. But pray, what has she told you about 
Arens Ringgold and my sister ?" 

She tell me all : she see somethin' ebbery day." 

" Every day 1 Why, it is many days since Arens Ringgold 
has visited here ?" 

" No, massr ; dar you am mistake 'gain : Mass Arums he come 
to da house ebbery day — a'most ebbery day." 



Digitized 



by Google 



OSCEOLA. 

" Nonsense ; I never saw him here. I never heard of hi 
having been, since my return from the fort." 

" Bat him hab been, for all dat, massr ; I see Mm meseff. He 
come when yon gone out. He be here when we goes a hontin'. 
I see nm come yest'day, when you an 1 Mass Garger wor away to 
tha bolunteers — dat he war safn." 

" You astonish me." 

Dat's not all, massr. Viola she say dat Missa Vaginny she 
'have different from what she used to : he talk love ; she not 
angry no more ; she listen to him talk. Oh, Massr Geoege, 
Viola think she give her consent t' marry him : dat would be 
dreadful thing — berry, berry dreadful" 

" Jake/' said I, " listen to me. You will stay by the house 
when I am absent. You will take note of every one who comes 
and goes ; and whenever Arena Ringgold makes his appearance 
on a visit to the family, you will come for me as fast as horse 
can carry you." 

" Oollys 1 dat I will, Massr George : you nebber fear, I come 

fass enuff — like a streak ob de greased lightnin'." 

And with this promise the black left me 
****** 

With all my disposition to be incredulous, I could not disre- 
gard the information thus imparted to me. Beyond doubt, there 
was truth in it. The black was too faithful to think of deceiving 
me, and too astute to be himself deceived. Viola had rare 
opportunities for observing all that passed within our family circle; 
and what motive could she have for inventing a tale like this f 

Besides Jake had himself seen Ringgold on visits — of which 
I had never been informed. This confirmed the other— con. 
firmed all. 

What was I to make of it ? Three who appear as lovers— 
the chief, Gallagher, Arens Ringgold 1 Has she grown wicked, 
abandoned, and is coquetting with all the world ? 

Can she have a thought of Ringgold ? No — it is not poesi- 
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ble. I could understand her haying an affection for the soldier — 
a romantic passion for the brave and certainly handsome chief ; 
bat for Arens Ringgold — a squeaking conceited snob, with nought 
bat riches to recommend him — this appeared utterly impro- 
bable. 

Of course, the influence was my mother's ; but never before 
had I entertained a thought that Virginia would yield. If Viola 
spoke the truth, she had yielded, or was yielding. 

" Ah, mother, mother 1 little knowest thou the fiend you 
would introdnce to your home, and cherish as your child." 



CHAPTER LVIII. 

OLD HICKMAN. 

The morning after, I went as usual to the recruiting quar- 
ters. Gallagher was along with me, as upon this day the 
volunters were to be "mustered into service," * and our presence 
was necessary at the administering of the oath. 

A goodly company was collected, forming a troop more re- 
spectable in numbers than appearance. They were " mounted 
volunteers f but as each individual had been his own quarter- 
master, no two were either armed or mounted alike. Nearly all 
carried rifles, though there were a few who shouldered the old 
family musket — a relic of revolutionary times — and were simply 
armed with single or double barrelled shot-guns. These, how- 

• In the United States, a volunteer corps or regiment •• raises Itself When the nnm 
hers are complete, and the officers are elected, if the gorernment accept Its services, 
both officers and men are then " mastered In "—In other words, sworn to serve for a 
fixed period, under exactly the same regulations as the regular troops, with like pay, ra- 
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ever, loaded with heavy buck-shot, would be no contemptible 
weapons in a skirmish with Indians. There were pistols of many 
sorts — from the huge brass-butted holsters to small pocket-pis- 
tols — single and double barrelled — but no revolvers, for as yet 
the celebrated " Colt " * had not made its appearance in fron- 
tier warfare. Every volunteer carried his knife — some, dagger- 
shaped with ornamented hafts ; while the greater number were 
long, keen blades, similar to those in use among butchers. In 
the belts of many were stuck small hatchets, an imitation of the 
Indian tomahawk. These were to serve the double purpose of 
cutting a way through the brushwood, or breaking in the skull 
of a savage, as opportunity might offer. 

The equipments consisted of powder-horns, bullet-pouches, 
and shot-belts — in short, the ordinary sporting gear of the fron- 
tiersman or amateur hunter when out upon the " still hunt," of 
the fallow deer. 

The " mount " of the troop was as varied as the arms and 
accoutrements : horses from thirteen hands to seventeen ; the 
tall, raw-boned steed ; the plump, cob-shaped roadster ; the 
tight, wiry native of the soil, of Andalusian race ;f the lean, 
worn-out "critter," that carried on his back the half-ragged 
squatter, side by side with the splendid Arabian charger, the 
fancy of some dashing young planter who bestrode him, with no 
slight conceit in the grace and grandeur of his display. Not a 
few were mounted upon mules, both of American and Spanish 
origin ; and these, when well trained to the saddle, though they 
may not equal the horse in the charge, are quite equal to him in a 
campaign against an Indian foe. Amid thickets — through for- 
ests of heavy timber, where the ground is a marsh, or strewn 
with logs, fallen branches, and matted with protrate parasites, 

* The military corps first armed with Colt's pistols was the regiment of Texan Rangers. 
Its flrat trial In actual warefare occurred In the war between the United 8tates and 
Mexico in a skirmish with the guerilla band of Padre Jaranta. 196 y twHgcro t wera 
put hor$ <U eombtU in less than fifteen minutes by this effecttre weapon. 

t The horse was introduced into Florida by the Spaniards ; hence the breed. 
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the hybrid will make way safely, when the horse will sink or 
stumble. Some of the most experienced backwoods hunters, 
while following the chase, prefer a mnle to the high-mettled 
steed of Arabia. 

Motley were the- dresses of the troop. There were uniforms, 
or half-uniforms, worn by some of the officers ; but among the 
men no two were dressed in like fashion. Blanket-coats of red, 
blue, and green ; linsey woolseys of coarse texture, gray or 
copper-coloured ; red flannel shirts ; jackets of brown linen, or 
white — some of yellow nankin cotton — a native fabric ; some of 
sky-blue cottonade ; hunting-shirts of dressed deer-skin, with 
moccasins and leggins ; boots of horse or alligator hide, high- 
lows, brogans — in short, every variety of cAaussure known 
throughout the States. 

The head-gear was equally varied and fantastic. No stiff 
shakos were to be seen there ; but caps of skin, and hats of 
wool and' felt, and straw and palmetto leaf, broad-brimmed, 
scuffed, and slouching. A few had forage-caps of blue cloth, 
that gave somewhat of a military character to the wearers. 

In one respect, the troop had a certain uniformity ; they 
were all eager for the fray — burning for a fight with the hated 
savages, who were committing such depredations throughout the 
land. When were they to be led against them ? This was the 
inquiry constantly passing through the ranks of the volunteer 
array. 

Old Hickman was among the most active. His age and ex- 
perience had procured him the rank of sergeant by free election ; 
and I had many opportunities of conversing with him. The 
alligator-hunter was still my true friend, and devoted to the in- 
terests of our family. On this very day I chanced to be with 
him alone, when he gave proof of his attachment by volunteer- 
ing a conversation I little expected from him. Thus he began : 

" May a Injun sculp me, lootenant, if I can bar the thought o 9 
that puke a marrin' yur sister." 

13 
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"Marrying my sister — who?" I inquired in some surprise. 
Was it Gallagher he meant ? 

" Why, in coorse the fellar as everybody sez is a goin' to — 
that cussed pole-cat o' a critter, Ary Ringgold." 

" Oh ! him you mean ? Everybody says so, do they ? 

"In coorse — it's the hul talk o' the country. Dura me, 
George Randolph, if Pd let him. Yur sister — the putty critter 
— she ur the finest an' the hansomest gurl in these parts ; an' 
for a darned skunk like thet, not'ithstandin' all his dollars, to 
git her, I can't a bear to hear & t. Why, George, I tell you, 
he'll make her mis'able for the hul term o' her nat'ral life — that 
ere^ whet he'll be sartint to do — durnation to him 1" 

" Tou are kind to counsel me, Hickman ; but I think the 
event you dread is not likely ever to come to pass." ' 

" Why do people keep talkin' o 't, then ? Everybody says if s 
a goin' to be. If it wan't thet I'm an old friend o' yur father, 
George, I wudn't ha' tuk sich a liberty ; but I war his friend, 
an' I 'm ywr friend ; an 1 thurfor it be I hev spoke on the matter. 
We may talk o* Injuns ; but thur ain't ne'er " a Injun in all 
Floridy is as big a thief as them Ringgolds — father an' son, an' 
the hul kit o' them. The old un' he's clurred out from hyar, an' 
whar he's gone to 'tain't hard to tell. Ole Scratch hez got hold 
o' him, an' I reck'n hell be catchin' it by this time for the devil- 
tries he carried on while about hyar. He'll git paid up slick for 
the way he treated them poor half-breeds on tother side the 
crik." " 

"The Powells V> 

"Ye-es — that wur the durndest piece & unjustice I ever 
know'd o' in all my time. By , it wur 1" 

" You know what happened them, then IP 

" Sartinly I do ; every trick in the hul game. 'Twur a leetle 
o' the meanest transackshun I ever know'd a white — an' a white 

that called himself a gentleman — to have a hand in. By , 

it wur I" 
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Hickman now proceeded, at my request, to detail with more 
minuteness than I had yet heard them, the facts connected with 
the robbery of the unfortunate family. 

It appeared by his account that the Powells had not volun- 
tarily gone away from the plantation ; that, on the contrary, 
their removal had been to the frienclless widow the most painful 
thing of all. Not only was the land of great value — the best 
in the whole district — but it had been to her the scene of a happy 
life — a home endeared by early love, by the memory of a kind 
husband, by every tie of the heart's affection ; and she had only 
parted from it when driven out by the strong arm of the law — by 
the staff of the sheriff's officer. , 

Hickman had been present at the parting scene, and described 
it in rough but feeling terms. He told me of the sad unwilling- 
ness which the family exhibited at parting ; of the indignant re- 
proaches of the son — of the tears and entreaties of mother and 
daughter — how the persecuted widow had offered everything left 
her — her personal property — even the trinkets and jewels — 
souvenirs given her by her departed husband — if the ruffians 
would only allow her to remain in possession of the house — the 
old homestead, consecrated to her by long happy years spent un- 
der its roof. 

Her appeals were in vain. The heartless persecutor was with- 
out compassion, and she was driven forth. 

Of all these things, the old hunter spoke freely and feelingly; 
for although a man of somewhat vulgar speech and rough exte- 
rior, he was one whose heart beat with humanity, and who hated 
injustice. He had no friendship for mere wrong-doers, and 
he heartily detested the whole tribe of the Binggolds. His nar- 
ration rekindled within me the indignant emotions I had experi- 
ence d on first hearing of this monstrous act of cruelty ; and my 
sympathy for Osceola — interrupted by late suspicions — was almost 
restored, as I stood listening to the story of his wrongs. 
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CHAPTER LIX. 



A HASTY MESSENGER. 



In the company of Hickman, I had walked off to some dis- 
tance from the crowd, in order that our conversation should be 
unrestrained. 

As the moments passed, the old hunter warmed into greater 
freedom of speech, and from hi^manner I fancied he had still 
other developments to make. I had firm faith in his devotion to 
our family — as well as in his personal friendship for myself — and 
once or twice I was on the eve of revealing to him the thoughts 
that rendered me unhappy. In experience, he was a sage, and 
although a rude one, he might be the best counsellor I could 
find. I knew no other who possesed half his knowledge of the 
world — for Hickman had not always lived among the alligators ; 
on the contrary, he had passed through various phases of life. 
I could safely trust to his devotedness : with equal safety I 
might confide in the resources of his judgment. 

Under this belief, I should have nnburdened myself of the 
heavy secrets weighing upon my mind — of some of them at least 
— had it not been that I fancied he already knew some of them. 
With the reappearance of Yellow Jake I knew him to be 
acquainted : he alleged that he had never felt sure about the 
mulatto's death, and had heard long ago that he was alive ; but 
it was not of him I was thinking, but of the designs of Arena 
Ringgold. Perhaps Hickman knew semething of these. I 
noticed that when his name was mentioned in connection with 
those of Spence and Williams, he glanced towards me a look of 
strange significance, as if he had something to say of these 
wretches. 
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I was waiting for him to make a disclosure, when the footfall 
of a fast-going horse fell upon my ear. On looking up, I per- 
ceived a horseman coming down the bank of the river, and gal- 
loping as earnestly as if riding a " quarter-race." 

The horse was white, and the rider black ; I recognized both 
at a glance ; Jake was the horseman. 

I stepped out from among the trees, in order that he should 
see me, and not pass on to the church that stood a little beyond. 
I hailed him as he advanced. 

He both saw and heard me ; and abruptly turning his horse, 
came galloping up to the spot where the old hunter and I were 
standing. 

He was evidently upon an errand ; but the presence of Hick- 
man prevented him from declaring it aloud. It would not keep, 
however, and throwing himself from the saddle, he drew near 
me, and whispered it into my ear. It was just what I was 
expecting to hear — Arens Ringgold was at the house. 

" That dam nigga am thar, Massr George." 

Such was literally Jake's muttered announcement. 

I received the communication with as much show of tran- 
quillity as I could assume ; I did not desire that Hickman should 
have any knowledge of its nature, nor even a suspicion that 
there was anything extraordinary upon the tapis; so dismissing 
the black messenger with a word, I turned away with the 
hunter ; and walking back to the church enclosure, contrived to 
lose him in the crowd of his comrades. 

Soon after, I released my horse from his fastening ; and, with- 
out saying a word to any one — not even to Gallagher — I 
mounted, and moved quietly off. 

I did not take the direct road that led to our plantation, but 
made a short circuit through some woods that skirted close to 
the church. I did this to mislead old Hickman or any other who 
might have noticed the rapid arrival of the messenger ; and 
who, had I gone directly back with him, might have held guesses 



Digitized 



by Google 



294: OSCEOLA. 

that all was not right at home. To prevent this, I appeared to 
curious eyes, to have gone in an opposite direction to the right 
one. 

A little rough riding through the bnshes brought me out into 
the main up-river road ; and then, sinking the spur, I galloped as 
if life or death were staked upon the issue. My object in mak- 
ing such haste was simply to get to the house in time, before the 
clandestine visitor — welcome guest of mother and sister — should 
make his adieus. 

Strong reasons as I had for hating this man, I had no san- 
guinary purpose ; it was not my design to kill Arena Ringgold 
— though such might have been the most proper mode to dispose 
of a reptile so vile and dangerous as he. Knowing him as I did, 
freshly spurred to angry passion by Hickman's narrative of his 
atrocious behaviour, I could at that moment have taken his life 
without fear of remorse. 

But although I felt fierce indignation, I was yet neither mad 
nor reckless. Prudential motives — the ordinary instinct of self- 
safety — still had their influence over me ; and I had no intention 
to imitate the last act in the tragedy of Samson's life. 

The programme I had sketched out for myself was of a more 
rational character. 

My design was to approach the house — if possible, unobserved 
— the drawing-room as well — where of course the visitor would 
be found — an abrupt entrie upon the scene — both guest and hosts 
taken by surprise — the demand of an explanation from all three 
— a complete clearing-up of this mysterious embroglio of our 
family relations, that was so painfully perplexing me. Face to 
face, I should confront the triad — mother, sister, wooer — and 
force all three to confession. 

" Yes !" soliloquized I, with the eagerness of my intention 
driving the spur into the flanks of my horse — " Yes — confess 
they shall — they must— one and all, or n 

With the first two I could not define the alternative ; though 
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some dark design, based upon the slight of filial and fraternal 
love, was lurking within my bosom. 

For Ringgold, should he refuse to give the truth, my resolve 
was first to " cowhide " him, then kick him out of doors, and 
finally command him never again to enter the house — the house, 
of which henceforth I was determined to be master. 

As for etiquette, that was out of the question ; at that hour, 
my soul was ill attuned to the observance of delicate ceremony. 
No rudeness could be amiss, in dealing with the man who had 
tried to murder me. 



CHAPTER LX. 
▲ lover's gift. 

As I have said, it was my design to make an entrance unob- 
served ; consequently, it was necessary to observe caution in 
approaching the house. To this end, as I drew near the planta- 
tion, I turned off the main road into a path that led circuitously 
by the rear. This path would conduct me by the hommock, the 
bathing-pond, and the orange-groves, without mqph danger of 
my approach being noticed by any one. The slaves at work 
within the enclosures could see me as I rode through the grounds; 
but these were the " field-hands." Unless seen by some of the 
domestics, engaged in household affairs, I had no fear of being 
announced. 

My messenger had not gone directly back ; I had ordered him 
to await me in an appointed place, and there I found him. 

Directing him to follow me, I kept on ; and having passed 
through the fields, we rode into the thick underwood of the 

# 
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hommock, where halting, we dismounted from our horses. From 
this point I proceeded alone. 

As the hunter steals upon the unexpeeting game, or the 
sayage upon his sleeping foe, did I approach the house — my home, 
my father's home, the home of mother and sister. Strange con- 
duct in a son and a brother — a singular situation. 

My limbs trembled under me as I advanced, my knees knocked 
together, my breast was agitated by a tumult of wild emotions. 
Once I hesitated and halted. The prospect of the unpleasant 
scene I was about to produce stayed me. My resolution was 
growing weak and undecided. 

Perhaps I might have gone back — perhaps I might have 
waited another opportunity, when I might effect my purpose by 
a less violent development — but just then voices fell upon my 
ear, the effect of which was to strengthen my wavering resolves. 
My sister's voice was ringing in laughter, that sounded light and 
gay. There was another — only one. I easily recognized the 
squeaking treble of her despicable suitor. The voices remad- 
dened me— the tones stung me, as if they had been designedly 
uttered in mockery of myself. How could she behave thus ? how 
riot in joy, while I was drooping under dark suspicions of her 
misbehaviour ? 

Piqued as well as pained, I surrendered all thought of honour- 
able action ; I resolved to carry through my design, but first — 
to play the listener. 

I drew nearer, and heard clearer. The speakers were not in 
the house, but outside, by the edge of the orange grove. Softly 
treading, gently parting the bonghs, now crouching beneath 
them, now gliding erect, I arrived unobserved within six paces 
of where they stood — near enough to perceive their dresses 
glistening through the leaves — to hear every word that passed 
between them. 

Not many had been spoken, before I perceived that I had 
arrived at a peculiar moment — a crisis. The lover had just 
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offered himself for a husband — had, perhaps for the first time, 
seriously made his declaration. In all probability it was this 
had been eliciting my sister's laughter. 

" And really, Mr. Ringgold, you wish to make me your wife ? 
You are in earnest in what you have said ?" 

" Nay, Miss Randolph, do not mock me ; you know for how 
many years I have been devoted to you." 

" Indeed, I do not. How could I know that ?" 

" By my words. Have I not told you so a hundred times ?" 

" Words ! I hold words of little value in a matter of this 
kind. Dozens have talked to me as you, who, I suppose, cared 
very little about me. The tongue is a great trifler, Mr. Arens." 

" But my actions prove my sincerity. I have offered you my 
hand and my fortune ; is not that a sufficient Droof of devo- 
tion ?» 

" No, silly fellow ; nothing of the sort. Were I to become 
your wife, the fortune would still remain your own. Besides, I 
have some Tittle fortune myself, and that would come under your 
control. So you see the advantage would be decidedly in your 
favour. Ha, ha, ha !" 

" Nay, Miss Randolph ; I should not think of controlling 
yours ; and if you will accept my hand " 

" Your hand, sir ? If you would win a woman, you should 
offer your heart — hearts, not hands, for me." 

" You know that is yours already ; and has been for long 
years : all the world knows it." 

" You must have told the world, then ; and I don't liko it 
a bit." 

11 Really, you are too harsh with me : you have had many 
proofs of how long and devotedly I have admired you. I would 
have declared myself long since, and asked you to become my 
wife" 

11 And why did you not V 

Ringgold hesitated. 

13* 
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" The truth is, I was not my own master — I was under the 
control of my father." 

"Indeed?" 

" That exists no longer. I can now act as I please ; and, 
dearest Miss Randolph, if you will but accept my hand " 

" Your hand again ! Let me tell you, sir, that this hand of 
yours has not the reputation of being the most open one. 
Should I accept it, it might prove sparing of pin-money. Ha, 
ha, ha !" 

"I am aspersed by enemies. I swear to you, that in that 
sense you should have no cause to complain of my liberality." 

" I am not so sure of that, notwithstanding the oath you 
would take. Promises made before marriage are too often 
broken after. I would not trust you, my man — not I, V faith." 

" But you can trust me, I assure you." 

" You cannot assure me ; besides, I have had no proofs of 
your liberality in the past. Why, Mr. Ringgold, you never 
made me a present in your life. Ha, ha, ha 1" 

" Had I known you would have accepted one — it would gratify 
me— Miss Randolph, I would give you anything I possess." 

" Good I Now, I shall put you to the test : you shall make 
me a gift." 

" Name it — it shall be yours." 

" Oh, you fancy I am going to ask you for some trifling affair 
— a horse,- a poodle, or some bit of glittering bijouterie. Nothing 
of the sort, I assure you." 

" I care not what. I have offered you my whole fortune, and 
therefore will uot hesitate to give you a part of it. Only spe- 
cify what you may desire, and I "shall freely give it." 

" That sounds liberal indeed. Very well, then, you have 
something I desire to possess — and very much desire it — in truth, 
I have taken a fancy to be its owner, and had some designs of 
making offers to you for the purchase of it." 

" What can you mean, Miss Randolph ?" 
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a lover's gift. 

" A plantation." 

" A plantation P 

" Exactly so. Not your own, bnt one of which you are the 
proprietor." 

" Ah P 

" I mean that which formerly belonged to a family of half- 
bloods upon Tupelo Creek. Yonr father purchased it from them, 
I believe P 

I noted the emphasis upon the word " purchased." I noted 
hesitation and some confusion in the reply. 

" Yes — yes," said he ; " it was so. But you astonish me, Miss 
Randolph. Why care you for this, when you shall be mistress 
of all I possess V 1 

II That is my affair. I do care for it. I may have many rea- 
sons. That piece of ground is a favourite spot with me ; it is a 
lovely place — I often go there. Remember, my brother is owner 
here — he is not likely to remain a bachelor all his life — and my 
mother may desire to have a home of her own. But no ; I 
shall give you no reasons ; make the gift or not, as you please." 

" And if I do, you will" 

" Name conditions, and I will not accept it — not if you ask me 
on your knees. Ha, ha, ha 1" 

" I shall make none, then : if you will accept it, it is yours." 

" Ah, that is not all, Master Arena. You might take it back 
just as easily as you have given it. How am I to be sure that 
you would not ? I must have the deeds. 11 

" You shall have them." 

" And when V 

44 Whenever you please — within the hour, if you desire it." 

" I do, then. Go, get them ! But remember, sir, I make no 
conditions — remember that." 

" Oh," exclaimed the overjoyed lover, " I make none. I have 
no fears : I leave all to you. In an hour, you shall have them 
Adieu P 
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And bo saying, he made a harried departure. 

I was bo astonished by the nature of this dialogue — so taken 
by surprise at its odd ending — that for a time I could not stir 
from the spot. Not until Ringgold had proceeded to some dis- 
tance did I recover self-possession ; and then I hesitated what 
course to pursue — whether to follow him, or permit him to depart 
unmolested. 

Virginia had gone away from the ground, having glided 
silently back into the house. I was even angrier with her than 
with him ; and, obedient to this impulse, I left Ringgold to go 
free, and went straight for an explanation with my sister. 

It proved a somewhat stormy scene. I found her in the draw- 
ing-room in company with my mother. I stayed for no circum- 
locution ; I listened to no denial or appeal, but openly an- 
nounced to both the character of the man who had just left the 
house — openly declared him my intended murderer. 

" Now, Virginia ! sister ! will you marry this man V 

" Never, George — never ! I never intended it— Never l n she 
repeated emphatically, as she sank upon the sofa, burying her 
face in her hands. 

My mother was incredulous — even yet incredulous I 

I was proceeding to the proofs of the astounding declaration 
I had made, when I heard my name loudly pronounced outside 
the window : some one was calling me in haste. 

I ran out upon the verandah to inquire what was wanted. 

In front was a man on horseback, in blue uniform, with yellow 
facings — a dragoon. He was an orderly, a messenger from the 
fort. He was covered with dust, his horse was in a lather of 
sweat and foam. The condition of both horse and man showed 
that they had been going for hours at top-speed. 

The man handed me a piece of paper — a dispatch hastily 
scrawled. It was addressed to Gallagher and myself. I opened 
and read : 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE ROUTE. 301 

"Bring on your men to Fort King as fast as their horses can 
carry them. The enemy is around ns in numbers ; every rifle is 
wanted — lose not a moment. Clinch." 



CHAPTER LXI 

THE ROUTE. 

The dispatch called for instant obedience. Fortunately my 
horse was still under the saddle, and in less than five minutes I 
was upon his back, and galloping for the volunteer camp. 

Among these eager warriors, the news produced a joyous ex- 
citement, expressed in a wild hurrah. Enthusiasm supplied the 
place of discipline ; and, in less than half an hour, the corps was 
accoutred and ready for the road. 

There was nothing to cause delay. The command to march 
was given ; the bugle sounded the " forward," and the troop fil- 
ing " by twos," into a long somewhat irregular line, took the 
route for Fort King. 

I galloped home to say adieu. It was a hurried leave-taking 
— less happy than my last — but I rode away with more content- 
ment, under the knowledge that my sister was now warned, and 
there was no longer any danger of an alliance with A reus Ring- 
gold. 

The orderly who brought the dispatch rode back with the 
troop. As we marched along, he communicated the camp-news, 
mid rumours in circulation at the fort. Many events had occurred, 
of which we had not heard. The Indians had forsaken their 
towns, taking with them their wives, children, cattle, and chat- 
tels. Some of their villages they had themselves fired, leaving 
nothing for their pale-faced enemies to destroy. This proved a 
determination to engage in a general war, had other proofs of 
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this disposition been wanting. Whither they had gone, even 
our spies had been unable to find oat. It was supposed by some 
that they had moved farther south, to a more distant part of the 
peninsula. Others alleged that they had betaken themselves to 
the great swamp that stretches for many leagues around the 
head-waters of the Amazura river, and known as the " Cove of 
the Ouithlacoochee. ,, 

This last conjecture was the more likely, though so secretly 
and adroitly had they managed their migration, that not a 
*trace of the movement could be detected. The spies of the 
friendly Indians — the keenest that could be employed — were 
unable to discover their retreat. It was supposed that they 
intended to act only on the defensive — that is, to make plun- 
dering forays on whatever quarter was left unguarded by troops, 
and then retire with their booty to the fastnesses of the 
swamp. Their conduct up to this time had rendered the sup- 
position probable enough. In such case, the war might not be 
so easily brought to a termination 1 in other words, there might 
be no war at all, but a succession of fruitless marches and pur- 
suits ; for it was well enough understood that if the Indians did 
not choose to stand before us in action, we should have but little 
chance of overhauling them in their retreat 

The fear of the troops was, that their adversaries would 
" take to the cover," where it would be difficult, if not altogether 
impossible, to find them. 

However, this state of things could not be perpetual ; the In- 
dians could not always subsist upon plunder, where the booty 
must be every day growing less. They were too numerous for a 
mere band of robbers, though there existed among the whites a 
very imperfect idea of their numbers. Estimates placed them 
at from one to five thousand souls — runaway negroes included — 
and even the best informed frontiersmen could' give only rude 
guesses on this point. For my part, I believed that there were 
more than a thousand warriors, even after the defection of the 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE ROUTE. 303 

traitor clans ; and this was the opinion of one who knew them 
well — old Hickman the hunter. 

How, then, were so many to find subsistence in the middle of a 
morass? Had they been provident, and there accumulated \ 
grand commissariat? No: this question could at once be an- 
swered in the negative. It was well known that the contrary 
was the case — for in this year the Seminoles were without even 
their usual supply. Their removal had been urged in the spring -, 
and, in consequence of the doubtful prospect before them, many 
had planted little — some not at all. The crop, therefore, was 
less than in ordinary years ; and previous to the final council at 
Fort King, numbers of them had been both buying and begging 
food from the frontier citizens. 

What likelihood, then, of finding subsistence throughout a long 
campaign ? They would be starred out of their fortresses — they 
must come out, and either stand fight, or sue for peace. So 
people believed. 

This topic was discoursed as we rode along. It was one of 
primary interest to all young warriors thirsting for fame — inas- 
much as, should the enemy determine to pursue so inglorious a 
system of warfare, where were the laurels to be plucked ? A 
campaign in the miasmatic and pestilential climate of the swamps 
was more likely to yield a luxuriant crop of cypresses. 

Most hoped, and hence believed, that the Indians would soon 
grow hungry, and shew themselves in a fair field of fight. 

There were different opinions as to the possibility of their sub- 
sisting themselves for a lengthened period of time. Some — and 
these were men best acquainted with the nature of the country — 
expressed their belief that they could. The old alligator-hunter 
was of this way of thinking. 

" Thuv got," said he, " that ere durned brier wi' the big roots 
they calls ' coonty ;' * it grows putty nigh all over the swamp, 
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aii' in some places as thick as a cane-brake. It ur the best o* 
eatin, an' drinkin too, for they make a drink o* it. An 1 then 
thar's the akorns o' the live-oak — them aint snch bad eatin', when 
well roasted i' the ashes. They may gnther thousands o y bushels, 
I reckon. An' nixt thar's the cabbidge in the head o' the big 
palmetter ; thet ere'll gi' them greens. As to their meat, thar's 
deer, an* thar's bar — a good grist o* them in the swamp — an* 
thar's allaygatnr, a tol'ably goodish wheen o' them varmint, I 
reckon — to say nothin o' turtle, an' turkey, an 9 squirrels an 
snakes, an' sandrats, for, dum a red skin ! he kin eat anythia' 
that crawls — from a punkin to a polecat. Don't you b'lieve it, 
fellars. Them ere Injuns aint a gwine to starve, s'easy as yon 
think for. Thu'll hold out by thar teeth an' toe-nails, jest so 
long as thar's a eetable thing in the darnationed swamp — that's 
what thull do." 

This sage reasoning produced conviction in the minds of those 
who heard it. After all, the dispersed enemy might not be so 
helpless as was generally imagined. 

The march of the volunteers was not conducted in a strict 
military style. It was so commenced ; but the officers soon 
found it impossible to carry out the " tactics." The men, espe- 
cially the younger ones, could not be restrained from occasionally 
falling out of the lines — to help themselves to a pull out of some 
odd-looking flask ; and at intervals one would gallop off into the 
woods, in hopes of getting a shot at a deer or a turkey he had 
caught a glimpse of through the trees. 

Reasoning with these fellows, on the part of their officers, 
proved rather a fruitless affair ; and getting angry with them 
was only to elicit a sulky rejoinder. 

Sergeant Hickman was extremely wroth with some of the 
offenders. 

" Greenhorns 1" he exclaimed ; " darnationed greenhorns ! let 
'em go on at it. May a allaygatnr eet me, if they don't behave 
diff'rent by-'m-by. I'll stake my critter agin any hoss in the 
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crowd, that some o' them ere fellars 11 get sculped afore sun- 
down ; darned if they don't." 

No one offered to take the old hunter's bet, and fortunately 
for them, as his words proved prophetic. 

A young planter, fancying himself as safe as if riding through 
his own sugar-canes, had galloped off from the line of march. 
A deer, seen browsing in the savanna, offered an attraction too 
strong to be resisted. 

He had not been gone five minutes — had scarcely passed out 
of sight of his comrades — when two shots were heard in quick 
succession ; and the next moment, his riderless horse came gal- 
loping back to the troop. 

The line was halted, and faced in the direction whence the 
shots had been heard. An advance party moved forward to the 
ground. No enemy was discovered, nor the traces of any, ex- 
cept those exhibited in the dead body of the young planter, that 
lay perforated with a brace of bullets just as it had fallen out of 
the saddle. 

It was a lesson — though an unpleasant one to his comrades — 
and after thif, there were no more attempts at deer-stalking. 
The man was buried on the spot where he lay, and with the 
troop more regularly and compactly formed — now an easier duty 
for its officers — we continued the march unmolested, and before 
sunset were within the stockade of the fort. 
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CHAPTER LXII. 

A KNOCK ON THE HEAD. 

Excepting the memory of one short hour, Fort King had for 
me no pleasant reminiscences. There had been some new arri- 
vals in my absence, bat none of them worthy of companionship. 
They only rendered quarters more crowded, and accommodatiou 
more difficult to obtain. The sutlers and the blacklegs were rap- 
idly making their fortunes ; and these, with the quartermaster, 
the commissary,* and the " beef-contractor," appeared to be the 
only prosperous men about the place. 

The " beau " was still chief aid-de-camp, gaily caparisoned as 
ever ; but of him I had almost ceased to think. 

It was not long before I was ordered upon duty — almost the 
moment after my arrival — and that, as usual, of a disagreeable 
kind. Before I had time to obtain a moment's rest after the 
long ride— even before I could wash the road-dust from my skin 
— I was summoned to the head-quarters of the commander-in- 
chief. 

What could he want with me, in such hot haste ? Was it 
about the duels? Were these old scores going to be reckoned 
up? 

Not without some apprehension did I betake myself into the 
presence of the general. 

It proved however, to be nothing concerning the past ; though, 
when I learned the duty I was to perform, I half regretted that 
it was not a reprimand. 

I found the agent closeted with the commander-in-chief. They 

* In the United States army, theee two offices are quite distinct. A " commissary " 
caters only for the Inner man ; a quartermaster's duty is to shelter, clothe, arm, and 
•quip. A wise regulation. 
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had designed another interriew with Omatla and " Black Dirt." 
I was merely wanted as an interpreter. 

The object of this fresh interview with the chiefs was stated in 
my hearing. It was to arrange a plan for concerted action between 
the troops and the friendly Indians, who were to act as onr allies 
against their own countrymen ; the latter — as was now known by 
certain information — being collected in large force in the " Gove 
of the Ouithlacoochee." Their actual position was still unknown ; 
bat that, it was confidently hoped, would be discovered by the 
aid of the friendly chiefs, and their spies, who were constantly 
on the run. 

The meeting had been already pre-arranged. The chiefs — 
who, as already stated, had gone to Fort Brooke, and were 
there living under protection of the garrison — were to make 
a secret journey, and meet the agent and general at an appoint- 
ed place — the old ground, the hommock by the pond. 

The meeting had been fixed for that very night — as soon as it 
should be dark enough to hide the approach of both tempters 
and traitors. 

It was dark enough almost the moment the sun went down — 
for the moon was in her third quarter, and would not be 'in the 
sky until after sunset. 

Shortly after twilight, therefore, we three proceeded to the 
spot — the general, the agent, and the interpreter, just as we had 
done on the former occasion. 

The chiefs were not there, and this caused a little surprise. 
By the noted punctuality with which an Indian keeps his assigna- 
tion, it was expected they would have bepn on the ground, for the 
hour appointed had arrived. 

" What is detaining them ? What can be detaining them V 
mutually inquired the commissioner and general. 

Scarcely an instant passed till the answer came. It came from 
afar, and in a singular utterance ; but it could be no other than 
a reply to the question — so both my companions conjectured. 
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Borne upon the night-breeze was the sound of strife — the 
sharp cracking of rifles and pistols ; and distinctly heard above 
all, the shrill Yo-ho-ehu. 

The sounds were distant — away amid the far woods ; but 
they were sufficiently distinct to admit of the interpretation, that 
a life-and-death struggle was going on between two parties of 
men. 

It could be no feint, no false alarm to draw the soldiers from 
the fort, or terrify the sentinel on his post. There was an earn- 
estness in the wild treble of those shrill cries, that convinced the 
listener that human blood was being spilled. 

My companions were busy with conjectures. I saw that 
neither possessed a high degree of courage, for that is not neces- 
sary to become a general. In my warlike experience, I have 
seen more than one hiding behind a tree or piece of a wall. One, 
indeed, who was afterwards elected the chief of twenty millions 
of people, I have seen skulking in a ditch to screen himself from 
a stray shot, while his lost brigade, half a mile in the advance, 
was gallantly fighting under the guidance of a sub-lieutenant. 

But why should I speak of these things here ? The world is 
full of such heroes. 

" It is they, by ," exclaimed the commissioner. " They 

have been waylaid ; they are attacked by the others ; that ras- 
cal Powell for a thousand 1" 

" It is extremely probable/' replied the other, who seemed to 
have a somewhat steadier nerve, and spoke more coolly. •' Yes, 
it must be. There are no troops in that direction ; no whites 
either — not a man. It must therefore be an affair among the 
Indians themselves ; and what else than attack upon the friendly 
chiefs ? You are right, Thompson ; it is as you say." 

" If so, general, it will be of no use our remaining here. If 
they have waylaid Omatla, they will of course have superior 
numbers, and he must fall. We need not expect him." 

" No ; he is not likely to come, neither he nor Lusta. As you 
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say, it is idle for us to remain here. I think we may as well 
return to the fort." 

There was a moment's hesitation, during which I fancied both 
generals were debating in their own minds whether it would be 
graceful thus to give up their errand and purpose. 

" If they should come ' continued the soldier. 

" General/' said I, taking the liberty to interrupt him, " if you 
desire it, I will remain upon the ground for a while, and see. 
If they should come," I added, in continuation of the broken 
sentence, " I can proceed to the fort, and give you notice," 

I could not have made a proposition more agreeable to the 
two. It was instantly accepted, and the brace of official heroes 
moved away, leaving me to myself. 

It was not long ere I had cause to regret my generous rashness. 
My late companions could scarcely have reached the fort when 
the sounds of the strife suddenly ceased, and I heard the caha- 
queene — the Seminole sljout'of triumph. I was still listening to 
its wild intonations, when half-a-dozen men — dark-bodied men — 
rushed out of the bushes, and surrounded me where I stood. 

Despite the poor light the stars afforded, I could see shin- 
ing blades, guns, pistols, and tomahawks. The weapons were 
too near my eyes to be mistaken for the fire-flies that had been 
glittering around my head, besides, the clink of steel was in my 
ears. 

My assailants made no outcry, perhaps because they were too 
near the fort ; and my own shouts were soon suppressed by a 
blow that levelled me to the earth, depriving me as well of con- 
sciousness as of speech. 
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CHAPTER LXIII. 

AN INDIAN EXECUTIONER. 

After a short spell of obliviousness, I recovered niy senses. 
I perceived that the Indians were still around me, bat no longer 
in the menacing attitude in which I had seen them before being 
struck down ; on the contrary, they appeared to be treating me 
with kindness. One of them held my head upon his knee, while 
another was endeavouring to staunch the blood that was running 
freely from a wound in my temples. The others stood around 
regarding me with interest, and apparently anxious about my 
recovery. 

Their behaviour caused me surprise, for I had no other thought 
than that they had intended to kill me ; indeed, as I sank under 
the stroke of the tomahawk, my senses had gone out, under the 
impression that I was killed. Such a reflection is not uncommon 
to thoee whom a blow has suddenly deprived of consciousness. 

My surprise was of an agreeable character. I felt that I still 
lived — that I was but little hurt ; and not likely to receive any 
further damage from those who surrounded me. 

They were speaking to one another in low tones, pronouncing 
the prognosis of my wound, and apparently gratified that they 
had not killed me. 

" We have spilled your blood, but it is not dangerous," said 
one, addressing himself to me in his native tongue. " It was I 
who gave the blow. Hulwak / it was dark. Friend of the Ris- 
ing Sun ! we did not know you. We thought you were the 
yatikarducco* It is his blood we intended to spill. We expected 
to fiud him here ; he has been here : where gone ?" 

* The " great ■peaker "—the oommlisloner. 
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* 

I pointed in the direction of the fort. 

" Hulwak !" exclaimed several in a breath, and in a tone that 
betokened disappointment ; and then turning aside, they con- 
versed with each other in a low voice. 

" Fear not," said the first speaker, again standing before me, 
" friend of the Rising Sun ! we will not do further harm to you ; 
but you must go with us to the chiefs. They are not far off. 
Come V 

I was once more upon my feet, and perhaps by a desperate 
effort might have escaped. The attempt, however, might have 
cost me a second knock-down — perhaps my life. Moreover, the 
courtesy of my captors at once set my mind at ease. Go where 
they might, I felt that I had nothing to fear from them ; and, 
without hesitation, I consented to accompany them. 

My captors, throwing themselves into single file, and assigning 
me a position in their midst, at once started off through the 
woods. For some time we walked rapidly, the path taken by 
the leader of the party being easily followed, even in the dark- 
ness, by those behind. I observed that we were going in the 
direction whence had been heard the sounds of the conflict, that 
had long since ceased to vibrate upon the air. Of whatever 
nature had been the struggle, it was evidently brought to a close, 
and even the victors no longer uttered the caha-queene. 

We had advanced about a mile when the moon arose ; and 
the woods becoming more open, I could see my captors more 
distinctly. I recognized the features of one or two of them, from 
having seen them at the council. They were warriors of the 
Micosauc tribe, the followers of Osceola. From this I conjectured 
that he was one of the chiefs before whom I was being con- 
ducted. 

My conjecture proved correct. We had not gone much 
further, when the path led into an opening in the woods, in the 
midst of which a large body of Indians, about a hundred in all, 
were grouped together. A little apart was a smaller group — 
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the chiefs and head warriors. In their midst I observed 
Osceola. 

The ground exhibited a singular and sanguinary spectacle. 
Dead bodies were lying about, gashed with wounds still fresh 
and bleeding. Some of the dead lay upon their backs, their un- 
closed eyes glaring ghastly upon the moon, all in the attitudes 
in which they had fallen. The scalping-knife had done its work, 
as the whitish patch upon the crowns, laced with seams of crim- 
son red, shewed the skulls divested of their hirsute covering. 
Men were strolling abont with the fresh scalps in their hands, or 
elevated upon the muzzles of their guns. 

There was no mystery in what I saw ; I knew its meaning 
well. The men who had fallen were of the traitor tribes — the 
followers of Lusta Hajo and Omatla. 

According to the arrangement with the commissioner, the 
chiefs had left Fort Brooke, accompanied by a chosen band of 
their retainers. Their intention had become known to the 
patriots — their movements had been watched — they had been 
attacked on the way ; and, after a short struggle, overpowered. 
Most of them had fallen in the mdde — a few, with the chief Lusta 
Hajo, had contrived to escape ; while still another few — among 
whom was Oraatla himself — had been taken prisoners during the 
conflict, and were yet alive. They had been rescued from death 
only to suffer it in a more ceremonial shape. 

I saw the captives where they stood, close at hand, and fast 
bound to some trees. Among them I recognized their leader, 
by the grace of Commissioner Thompson, " king of the Seminole 
nation." 

By those around, his majesty was now regarded with but 
slight deference. Many a willing regicide stood near him, and 
would have taken his life without further ceremony. But these 
were restrained by the chiefs, who opposed the violent proceed- 
ing, and who had come to the determination to give Omatla a 
trial, according to the laws and customs of their nation. 
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As we arrived upon the ground, this trial was going on. The 
chiefs were in council. 

One of my captors reported our arrival. I noticed a murmur 
of disappointment among the chiefs as he finished making his 
announcement. They were disappointed : I was not the captive 
they had been expecting. 

No notice was taken of me ; and I was left free to loiter about, 
and watch their proceedings, if I pleased. 

The council soon performed its duty. The treason of Omatla 
was too well known to require much canvassing ; tfnd, of course, 
he was found guilty, and condemned to expiate the crime with 
his life. 

The sentence was pronounced in the hearing of all present. 
The traitor must die. 

A question arose — who was to be his executioner ? 

There were many who would have volunteered for the office — 
for to take the life of a traitor, according to Indian philosophy, 
is esteemed an act of honour. There would be no difficulty iu 
procuring an executioner. 

Many actually did volunteer ; but the services of these were 
declined by the council. This was a matter to be decided by 
vote. 

The vote was immediately taken. All knew of the vow made 
by Osceola. His followers were desirous he should keep it ; and 
on this account, he was unanimously elected to do the deed. He 
accepted the office. 

Knife in hand, Osceola approached .the captive, now cowering 
in his bonds. All gathered around v to witness the fatal stab. 
Moved by an impulse I could not resist, I drew near with the 
rest. 

We stood in breathless silence, expecting every moment to 
see the knife plunged into the heart of the criminal. 

We saw the arm upraised, and the blow given, but there was 
no wound — no blood I The blow had descended upon the thongs 

14 
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that boand the captive, and Omatla stood forth free from his 
fastenings ! 

There was a murmur of disapprobation. What could Osceola 
mean ? Did he design that Omatla should escape — the traitor 
condemned by the council — by all ? 

But it was soon perceived he had no such intention — far dif- 
ferent was his design. 

" Omatla I" said he, looking his adversary sternly in the face, 
" you were once esteemed a brave man, honoured by your tribe — 
by the whole Seminole nation. The white men have corrupted 
you — they have made you a renegade to your country and your 
cause ; for all that, you shall not die the death of a dog. I will 
kill, but not murder you. My heart revolts to slay a man who 
is helpless and unarmed. It shall be a fair combat between us, 
and men shall see that the right triumphs. Give him back hia 
weapons ! Let him defend himself, if he can." 

The unexpected proposal was received with some disapprobation. 
There were many who, indignant at Omatla's treason, and still 
wild with the excitement produced by the late conflict, would 
have butchered him in his bonds. But all saw that Osceola was de- 
termined to act as he had proposed; and no opposition was offered. 

One of the warriors, stepping forward, handed his weapons to 
the condemned chief — only his tomahawk and knife, for so Os- 
ceola was himself armed. 

• This done, by a sort of tacit understanding, the crowd drew 
back, and the two combatants stood alone in the centre. 

The struggle was brief as bloody. Almost at the first blow, 
Osceola struck the hatchet from his antagonist's hand, and with 
another stroke, rapidly following, felled Omatla to the earth. 

For a moment the victor was seen bending over his fallen ad- 
versary, with his long knife unsheathed, and glittering in the 
moonlight. 

When he rose erect, the steel had lost its sheen — it was 
dimmed with crimson blood. 
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Osceola had kept his oath. He had driven his blado through 
the heart of the traitor — Omatla had ceased to live. 

********* 

White men afterwards pronounced this deed an assassination 
— a murder. It was not so, any more than the death of Charles, 
of Caligula, of Tarquin— of a hundred other tyrants, who have 
oppressed or betrayed their country. 

Public opinion upon such matters is not honest ; it takes its 
colour from the cant of the times, changing like the hues of the 
chameleon. Sheer hypocrisy, shameful inconsistency ! He only 
is a murderer who kills from a murderer's motive. Osceola was 
not of this class. 

********* 

My situation was altogether singular. As yet, the chiefs had 
taken no notice of my presence ; and notwithstanding the 
courtesy which had been extended to me by those who conduct- 
ed me thither, I was not without some apprehensions as to my 
safety. It might please the council, excited as they were with 
what had just transpired, and now actually at war with our peo- 
ple, to condemn me to a fate similar to that which had befallen 
Omatla. I stood waiting their pleasure therefore in anything 
but a comfortable frame of mind. 

It was not long before I was relieved from my apprehensions. 
As soon as the affair with Omatla was ended, Osceola ap- 
proached, and in a friendly manner stretched out his hand, which 
I was only too happy to receive in friendship. 

He expressed regret that I had been wounded and made cap- 
tive by his men — explained the mistake ; and then calling one 
of his followers, ordered him to guide me back to the fort. 

I had no desire to remain longer than I could help upon such 
tragic ground ; and, bidding the chief adieu, I followed my con- 
ductor along the path. 

Near the pond, the Indian left me ; and, without encoun- 
tering any further adventures, I re-entered the gates of the fort. 
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CHAPTER LXIV. 

A BANQUET WITH A BAD ENDING. 

As by duty bound, I delivered a report of the scene I had in* 
voluntarily been witness to. It produced a lively excitement 
within the fort, and an expedition was instantly ordered forth, 
with myself to act as guide. 

A bit of sheer folly. The search proved bootless, as any one 
might have prophesied. Of course, we found the place, and the 
bodies of those who had fallen — upon which the wolves had al- 
ready been ravening — but we discovered no Jiving Indians — not 
even the path by which they had retreated 1 

The expedition consisted of several hundred men — in fact, the 
whole garrison of the fort. Had we gone out with a smaller 
force, in all probability, we should have seen something of the 
enemy. 

******* 

The death of Omatla was the most serious incident that had 
yet occurred ; at all events, the most important in its bearings. 
By the whites, Omatla had been constituted king ; by killing, 
the Indians shewed their contempt for the authority that had 
crowned him, as well as their determination to resist all inter- 
ference of the kind. Omatla had been directly under the protec- 
tion of the white chiefs : this had been guaranteed to him by 
promise as by treaty ; and therefore the taking his life was a 
blow struck against his patrons. The government would now be 
under the necessity of avenging his death. 

But the incident had its most important bearings upon the In- 
dians, especially upon Omatla's own people. Terrified by the 
example, and dreading lest similar retribution might be extended 
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to themselves, many of Omatla's tribe — sub-chiefs and warriors — 
forsook their alliance, and enrolled themselves in the ranks of 
the patriots. Other clans that had hitherto remained undecided, 
acting under similar motives, now declared their allegiance to 
the national will, and took up arms without further hesitation. 

The death of Omatla, besides being an act of stern justice, was 
a stroke of fine policy on the part of the hostile Indians. It 
proved the genius of him who had conceived and carried it into 
execution. 

Omatla was the first victim of Osceola's vow of vengeance. 
Soon after appeared the second. It was not long before the 
tragedy of the traitor's death was eclipsed by another, far more 
thrilling and significant. One of the chief actors in this drama 
disappears from the stage. 

On our arrival at the fort, it was found that the commissariat 
was rapidly running short. No provision had been made for so 
large a body of troops, and no supplies could possibly reach Fort 
King for a long period of time. We were to be the victims of 
the usual improvidence exhibited by governments not accus- 
tomed to warlike operations. Rations were stinted to the verge 
of starvation ; and the prospect before us began to look very like 
starvation itself. 

In this emergency, the commander-in-chief performed an act 
of great patriotism. Independent of his military command, Gen- 
eral Clinch was a citizen of Florida — a proprietor and planter 
upon a large scale. His fine plantation lay at a short distance 
from Fort King. His crop of maize, covering nearly a hundred 
acres, was just ripening ; and this, without more ado, was ra- 
tioned out to the army. 

Instead of bringing the commissariat to the troops, the 
reverse plan was adopted ; and the troops were marched upou 
their food — which had yet to be gathered before being eaten. 

Four-fifths of the little army were thus withdrawn from the 
fort, leaving rather a weak garrison ; while a new stockade was 
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extemporized on the general's plantation, under the title of 
" Fort Drane. w 

There were slanderous people who insinuated that in this curi- 
ous matter the good old general was moved by other motives 
than those of mere patriotism. There was some talk about 
" Uncle Sam" — well known as a solvent and liberal paymaster — 
being called upon to give a good price for the general's corn ; 
besides, so long as an army bivouacked upon his plantation, 
no danger need be apprehended from the Indian incendiaries. 
Perhaps these insinuations were bat the conceits of camp 
satire. 

I was not among those transferred to the new station ; I was 
not a favourite with the commander-in-chief, and no longer upon 
his staff. My duties kept me at Fort King, where the commis- 
sioner also remained. 

The days passed tamely enough — whole weeks of them. An 
occasional visit to Camp Drane was a relief to the monotony of 
garrison-life, but this was a rare occurrence. The fort had been 
shorn of its strength, and was too weak for us to go much be- 
yond its walls. It was well known that the Indians were in 
arms. Traces of their presence had been observed near the 
post ; and a hunting excursion, or even a romantic saunter in 
the neighbouring woods — the usual resources of a frontier station 
— could not have been made without some peril. 

During this period I observed that the cnmmissioner was very 
careful in his outgoings and incomings. He rarely passed 
outside the stockade, and never beyond the line of sentries. 
Whenever he looked in the direction of the woods, or over the 
distant savanna, a shadow of distrust appeared to overspread bis 
features, as though he was troubled with an apprehension of dan- 
ger. This was after the death of the traitor chief. He had 
heard of Osceola's vow to kill Omatla ; perhaps he had also 
heard that the oath extended to himself ; perhaps he was under 
the influence of a presentiment. 
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Christmas came round. At this season, wherever they may be 
found — whether amid the icy bergs of the north, or on the hot 
plains of the tropic — on board ship, within the walls of a fortress — 
aye, even in a prison — Christians incline to merry-making. The 
frontier post is no exception to the general role ; and Fort King 
was a continued scene of festivities The soldiers were released 
from duty — alone the sentinels were kept to their posts ; and, 
with such fare as could be procured, backed by liberal rations 
of " Monongaheia," the week passed cheerily enough. 

A " sutler " in the American army is generally a thriving ad- 
venturer — with the officers liberal both of cash and credit — and, on 
festive occasions, not unfrequently their associate and boon com- 
panion. Such was he, the sutler, at Fort King. 

On one of the festal days, he had provided a sumptuous dinner 
— no one about the fort so capable — to which the officers were 
invited — the commissioner himself being the honoured guest. 

The banquet was set out in the sutler's own house, which, as 
already mentioned, stood outside the stockade, several hundred 
yards off, and near to the edge of the woods. 

The dinner was over, and most of the officers had returned 
within the fort, where — as it was now geting near night — it was 
intended the smoking and wine-drinking should be carried on. 

The commissioner, with half a dozen others — officers and civi- 
lian visitors — still lingered to enjoy another glass under the 
hospitable roof where they had eaten their dinner. 

I was among those who went back within the fort. 

We had scarcely settled down in our seats, when we were 
startled by a volley of sharp cracks, which the ear well knew to 
be the reports of rifles. At the same instant was heard that 
wild intonation, easily distinguishable from the shouting of civi- 
lized men — the war-cry of the Indians ! 

We needed no messenger to inform us what the noises meant : 
the enemy was upon the ground, and had made an attack — we 
fancied upon the fort itself. 
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We rushed into the open air, each arming himself as best he 
could. 

Once outside, we saw that the fort was not assailed ; bat 
upon looking over the stockade, we perceived that the house of 
the sutler was snrronnded by a crowd of savages, plumed and 
painted in full lighting costume. They were in quick motion, 
rushing from point to point, brandishing their weapons, and yell- 
ing the Yo-ho*hee. 

Straggling shots were still heard as the fatal gun was pointed 
at some victim endeavouring to escape. The gates of the fort 
were standing wide open, and soldiers, who had been strolling 
outside, now rushed through, uttering shouts of terror as they 
passed in. 

The sutler's house was at too great a distance for the range 
of musketry. Some shots were discharged by the sentries and 
others who chanced to be armed, but the bullets fell short. 

The artillerists ran to their guns ; but on reaching these, it 
was found that the 6tables — a row of heavy log-houses — stood 
directly in the range of the sutler's house— thus sheltering the 
enemy from the aim of the gunners. 

All at once the shouting ceased, and the crowd of dusky war- 
riors was observed moving off towards the woods. 

In a few seconds they had disappeared among the trees — vanish- 
ing, as if by magic, from our sight. 

He who commanded at the fort — an officer slow of resolve — 
now mustered the garrison, and ventured a sortie. It extended 
only to the house of the sutler, where a halt was made, while we 
contemplated the horrid scene. 

The sutler himself, two young officers, several soldiers and 
civilians, lay upon the floor dead, each with many wounds. 

Conspicuous above all was the corpse of the commissioner. 
He was lying upon his back, his face covered with gore, and his 
uniform torn and bloody. Sixteen bullets had been fired into his 
body j and a wound more terrible than all was observed over 
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the left breast. It was the gash made by a knife, whose blade 
had passed through his heart. 

I could have guessed who gave that wound, even without the 
living testimony that was offered on the spot. A negress — the 
cook — who had concealed herself behind a piece of furniture, now 
came forth from her hiding-place. She had been witness of all. 
She was acquainted with the person of Osceola. It was he who 
had conducted the tragedy ; he had been the last to leave the 
scene ; and before taking his departure, the negress had ob- 
served him give that final stab — no doubt in satisfaction of the 
deadly vow he had made. 

After some consultation, a pursuit was determined upon, and 
carried out with considerable caution ; but, as before, it proved 
fruitless : as before, even the track by which the enemy had re- 
treated could not be discovered ! 



CHAPTER LXV. 
"dade's massacre." 

This melancholy finale to the festivities of Christmas was, if 
possible, rendered more sad by a rumour that shortly after reached 
Fort King. It was the rumour of an event, which has since be- 
come popularly known as " Dade's massacre." 

The report was brought by an Indian runner — belonging to 
one of the friendly clans — but the statements made were of so 
startling a character, that they were at first received with a cry 
of incredulity. 

Other runners, however, continuously arriving, confirmed the 
account of the first messenger, until his story — tragically im- 
probable as it appeared — was accepted as truth. It was true in 
all its romantic coloring ; true in all its sanguinary details. The 

H* 
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war had commenced in real earnest, inaugurated by a conflict of 
the niost singular kind — singular both in character and result. 

An account of this battle is perhaps of sufficient interest to 
be given. 

In the early part of this narrative, it has been mentioned that 
an officer of the United States army gave out the vaunt that he 
"could march through all the Seminole reserve with only a 
corporal's guard at his back." That officer was Major Dade. 

It was the destiny of Major Dade to find an opportunity for 
giving proof of his warlike prowess — though with something 
more than a corporal's guard at his back. The result was a sad 
contrast to the boast he had so thoughtlessly uttered. 

To understand this ill-fated enterprise, it is necessary to say a 
word topographically of the country. 

On the west coast of the peninsula of Florida is a bay called 
" Tampa " — by the Spaniards, " Espiritu Santo." At the head 
of this bay was erected "Fort Brooke" — a stockade similar to 
Fort King, and lying about ninety miles from the latter, in a 
southerly direction. It was another of those military posts 
established in connection with the Indian reserve — a depot for 
troops and stores — also an entrepot for such as might arrive 
from the ports of the Mexican gulf. 

About two hundred soldiers were stationed here at the break- 
ing out of hostilities. They were chiefly artillery, with a small 
detachment of infantry. 

Shortly after the fruitless council at Fort King, these troops — 
or as many of them as could be spared — were ordered by Gen- 
eral Clinch to proceed to the latter place, and unite with the 
main body of the army. 

In obedience to these orders, one hundred men with their 
quota of officers, were set in motion for Fort King. Major 
Dade commanded the detachment. 

X)n the eve of Christmas, 1835, they had taken the route, 
marching out from Fort Brooke in high spirits, buoyant with the 
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hope of encountering and winning lanrels in a fight with the 
Indian foe. They flattered themselves that it wonld be the first 
conflict of the war, and therefore, that in which the greatest 
reputation would be gained by the victors. They dreamt not 
of defeat. 

With flags flying gaily, drums rolling merrily, bugles sounding 
the advance, cannon pealing their farewell salute, and comrades 
cheering them onwards, the detachment commenced its march — 
that fatal march from which it was destined never to return. 

Just seven days after — on the 31st of December — a man 
made his appearance at the gates of Fort Brooke, crawling 
upon his hands and knees. In his tattered attire could scarcely 
be recognized the uniform of a soldier — a private of Dade's 
detachment — for such he was. His clothes were saturated with 
water from the creeks, and soiled with mud from the swamps. 
They were covered with dust, and stained with blood. His body 
was wounded in five places — severe wonnds all — one in the right 
shoulder, one in the right thigh, one near the temple, one in the 
left arm, and another in the back. He was wan, wasted, 
emaciated to the condition of a skeleton, and presented the 
aspect of one. When, in a weak, trembling voice, he announced 
himself as " Private Clark of the 2d Artillery," his old comrades 
had with difficulty identified him. 

Shortly after, two others — privates Sprague and Thomas — 
made their appearance in a similar plight. Their report was 
similar to that already delivered by Clark : that Major Dade's 
command had been attacked by the Indians, cut to pieces, mas- 
sacred to a man — that they themselves were the sole survivors 
of that band who had so lately gone forth from the fort in all 
the pride of confident strength, and the hopeful anticipation of 
glory. 

And their story was true to the letter. Of all the detach- 
ment, these three miserable remnants of humanity alone escaped; 
the others — oue hundred and six in all — had met death on the 
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banks of the Amazura. Instead of the laurel, they had found 
the cypress. 

The three who escaped had been struck down and left for 
dead upon the field. It was only by counterfeiting death, they 
had succeeded in afterwards crawling from the ground, and 
making their way back to the fort. Most of this journey Clark 
performed upon his hands and knees, proceeding at the rate of a 
mile to the hour, over a distance of more than sixty miles ! 



I 



CHAPTER LXVI. 

THE BATTLE-GROUND. 

The affair of Dade's massacre is without a parallel in the his- 
tory of Indian warfare. No conflict of. a similar kind had ever 
occurred — at least, none so fatal to the whites engaged in it. 
In this case they suffered complete annihilation — for, of the 
three wounded men; who had escaped, two of them shortly after 
died of their wouads.. 

Nor had the Indians any great advantage over their antago- 
nists, beyond that of superior cunning and strategy. 

It was near the banks of the Amazura,* and after crossing 
that stream, that Major Dade's party had been attacked. The 
assault was made in ground comparatively open — a tract of pine- 
woods, where the trees grew thin and straggling — so that the 
Indians had in reality no great advantage either from position 
or intrenchment. Neither has it been proved that they were 
greatly superior in numbers to the troops they destroyed — not 
more than two to one ; and this proportion in most Indian wars 
has been considered by their white antagonists as only " fair 
odds." 

• « Onithlacoochee " of the femlnolet 
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Many of the Indians appeared upon the ground mounted ; 
bat these remained at a distance from the fire of the musketry ; 
and only those on foot took part in the action. Indeed, their 
conquest was so soon completed, that the horsemen were not 
needed. The first fire was so deadly, that Dade's followers 
were driven into utter confusion. They were unable to retreat : 
the mounted Indians had already outflanked them, and cut off 
their chance of escape. 

Dade himself, with most of his officers, fell at the first volley ; 
and the survivors had no choice but fight it out on the ground. 
A breastwork was attempted — by felling trees, and throwing 
their trunks into a triangle — but the hot fire from the Indian 
rifles soon checked the progress of the work ; and the parapet 
never rose even breast-high above the ground. Into this 
insecure shelter the survivors of the first attack retreated, and 
there fell rapidly under the well-aimed missiles of their foes. In 
a short while the last man lay motionless ; and the slaughter 
was at an end. 

When the place was afterwards visited by our troops, this 
triangular inclosure was found, filled with dead bodies — piled 
upon one another, just as they had fallen — crosswise, lengthways, 
in every attitude of death I 

It was afterwards noised abroad that the Indians had inhu- 
manly tortured the wounded, and horribly mutilated the slain. 
This was not true. There were no wounded left to be tortured — 
except the three who escaped — and as for the mutilation, but 
one or two instances of this occurred — since known to have 
been the work of runaway negroes actuated by motives of per- 
sonal revenge. 

. Some scalps were taken ; but this is the well-known custom of 
Indian warfare ; and white men ere now have practised the 
fashion, while under the frenzied excitement of battle. 

I was one of those who afterwards visited the battle-ground 
on a tour of inspection, ordered by the commander-in-chief ; and 
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the official report of that tour is the best testimony as to the 
behaviour of the victors. It reads as follows : 

" Major Dade and his party were destroyed on the morning of 
the 28th of December, about four miles from their camp of the 
preceding night. They were advancing in column of route 
when they were attacked by the enemy, who rose in a swarm 
out of the cover of long grass and palmettoes. The Indians sud- 
denly appeared close to their files. Muskets were clubbed, 
knives and bayonets used, and parties clenched in deadly con- 
flict. In the second attack, our own men's muskets, taken from 
the dead and wounded, were used against them ; a cross-fire cat 
down a succession of artillerists, when the cannon were taken, 
the carriages broken and burned, and the guns rolled into a 
pond. Many negroes were in the field ; but no scalps were 
taken by the Indians. On the other hand, the negroes, with 
hellish cruelty, pierced the throats of all whose cries or groans 
shewed that there was still life in them." 

Another official report runs thus : 

"We approached the battle-field from the rear. Our 
advanced guard had passed the ground without halting when 
the commanding officer and his staff came upon one of the most 
appalling scenes that can be imagined. We first saw some bro- 
ken and scattered boxes ; then a cart, the two oxen of which 
were lying dead, as if they had fallen asleep, their yokes still 
on them : a little to the right, one or two horses were seen. 
We next came to a small inclosure, made by felling trees, in 
such a manner as to form a triangular breastwork. Within the 
triangle — along the north and west faces of it — were about 
thirty bodies, mostly mere skeletons, although much of the 
clothing was left upon them. They were lying in the positions 
they must have occupied during the fight. Some had fallen over 
their dead comrades, but most of them lay close to the logs, 
with their heads turned towards the breastwork, over which they 
had delivered their fire, and their bodies stretched with striking 
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regularity parallel to each other. They had evidently been 
shot dead at their posts, and the Indians had not disturbed them, 
except by taking the scalps of some — which, it is said, was done 
by their negro allies. The officers were all easily recognized. 
Some still wore their rings and breastpins, and money was found 
in their pockets I The bodies of eight officers and ninety-eight 
men were interred. 

" It may be proper to observe that the attack was not made 
from a hommock, bat in a thinly-wooded country — the Indians 
being concealed by palmettoes and grass." 

From this report, it appears that the Indians were fighting — 
not for plunder, not even from motives of diabolical revenge. 
Their motive was higher and purer — it was the defense of their 
country — of their hearths and homes. 

The advantage they had over the troop of Major Dade was 
simply that of ambush and surprise. This officer, though a man 
of undoubted gallantry, was entirely wanting in those qualities 
necessary to a leader — especially one engaged against such a 
foe. He was a mere book-soldier — as most officers are — lacking 
the genius which euables the great military chieftain to adapt 
himself to the circumstances that surround him. He conducted 
the march of his detachment as if going upon parade ; and 
by so doing he carried it into danger and subsequent destruc- 
tion. 

But if the commander of the whites in this fatal affair was 
lacking in military capacity, the leader of the Indians was not. 
It soon became known that he who planned the ambush and 
conducted it to such a sanguinary and successful issue, was the 
young chief of the Baton Rouge — Osceola. 

He could not have stayed long upon the ground to enjoy his 
triumph. It was upon that same evening, at Fort King — forty 
miles distant from the scene of Dade's massacre — that the com- 
missioner fell before his vow of vengeance I 
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CHAPTER LXVU. 

THE BATTLE OP ' 4 U I T H L AC C H E E . " 

The murder of the commissioner called for some act of prompt 
retribution. Immediately after its occurrence, several expresses 
had been dispatched by different routes to Camp Drane — some 
of whom fell into the hands of the enemy, while the rest arrived 
safely with the news. 

By daybreak of the following morning the army, more than a 
thousand strong, was in motion ; and marching towards the 
Amazura. The avowed object of this expedition was to strike 
a blow at the families of the hostile Indians — their fathers and 
mothers, their wives, sisters and children — whose lurking-place 
amidst the fastnesses of the great swamp — the " Cove " — had 
become known to the general. It was intended they should be 
captured, if possible, and held as hostages until the warriors 
could be induced to surrender. 

With all others who could be spared from the fort, I was 
ordered to- accompany the expedition, and accordingly joined it 
upon the march. From the talk I heard around me, I soon dis- 
covered the sentiment of the soldiery. They had but little 
thought of making captives. Exasperated by what had taken 
place at the fort — further exasperated by what they called 
"Dade's massacre," I felt satisfied that they would not stay to 
take prisoners — old men or young men, women or children, all 
would alike be slain — no quarter would be given. 

I was sick even at the prospect of such a wholesale carnage 
as was anticipated. Anticipated, I say, for all confidently 
believed it would take place. The hiding-place of these unfortu- 
nate families had become known — there were guides conducting 
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us thither who knew the very spot — how could we fail to reach 
it? 

An easy surprise was expected. Information had been 
received that the warriors, or most of them, were absent npon 
another and more distant expedition, and in a quarter where we 
could not possibly encounter them. We were to make a descent 
upon the nest in the absence of the eagles ; and with this intent 
the army was conducted by silent and secret marches. 

But the day before, our expedition would have appeared easy 
enough — a mere exciting frolic, without peril of any kind ; but 
the news of Dade's defeat had produced a magical effect upon 
the spirits of the soldiers, and whilst it exasperated, it had also 
cowed them. For the first time, they began to feel something 
like a respect for their foe, mingled perhaps with a little dread 
of him. The Indians, at least, knew how to kill. 

This feeling increased as fresh messengers came in from the 
scene of Dade's conflict, bringing new details of that sanguinary 
affair. It was not without some apprehension, then, that the 
soldier marched onwards, advancing into the heart of the enemy's 
country ; and even the reckless volunteer kept close in the ranks 
as he rode silently along. 

About mid-day we reached the banks of the Amazura. The 
stream had to be crossed before the Cove could be reached, for 
the vast network of swamps and lagoons bearing this name 
extended from the opposite side. 

A ford had been promised the general, but the guides were at 
fault — no crossing-place could be found. At the point where we 
reached it, the river ran past, broad, black, and deep — too deep 
to be waded even by our horses. 

Were the guides playing traitor, and misleading us ? It cer- 
tainly began to assume that appearance ; but no— it could not 
be. They were Indians, it is true, but well proved in their devo- 
tion to the whites. Besides, they were men compromised with 
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the national party — doomed to death by their own people— our 
defeat would have beeu their ruiu. 

It was not treason, as shewn afterwards — they had simply 
been deceived by the trails, and had gone the wrong way. 

It was fortunate for us they had done so ! But for this mis- 
take of the guides, the army of General Clinch might have been 
called upon to repeat on a larger scale the drama so lately 
enacted by Dad e and his companions. 

Had we reached the true crossing, some two miles further 
down, we should have entered an ambush of the enemy, skillfully 
arranged by that same leader who so well understood his forest 
tactics. The report of the warriors having gone on a distant 
expedition was a mere ruse, the prelude to a series of strategic 
manoeuvres devised by Osceola. 

The Indians were at that moment where we should have been, 
but for the mistake of the guides. The ford was beset upon 
both sides by the foe — the warriors lying unseen like snakes 
among the grass, ready to spring forth the moment we should 
attempt the crossing. Fortunate it was for Clinch and his army 
that our guides possessed so little skill 

The general acted without this knowledge at the time— else, 
had he known the dangerous proximity, his behavior might have 
been different. As it was, a halt was ordered ; and, after some 
deliberation, it was determined we should cross the river at the 
point where the army had arrived. 

Some old boats were found, "sceows," with a number of 
Indian canoes. These would facilitate the transport of the 
infantry, while the mounted men could swim over upon their 
horses. 

Rafts of logs were soon knocked together, and the passage of 
the stream commenced. The manoeuvre was executed with con- 
siderable adroitness, and in less than an hour one half of the com- 
mand had crossed 
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I was among those who got first over ; bat I scarcely con- 
gratulated myself oo the success of the enterprise. I felt sad at 
the prospect of being soon called upon to aid in the slaughter of 
defenceless people — of women and children — for around me there 
was no other anticipation. It was with a feeling of positive 
relief, almost of joy, that I heard that wild war-cry breaking- 
through the woods — the well-known Yo-ho-ehee of the Seminoles. 

Along with it came the ringing detonations of rifles, the loader 
report of musketry ; while bullets, whistling through the air, and 
breaking branches from the surrounding trees, told us that we 
were assailed in earnest, and by a large force of the enemy. 

That portion of the army already over had observed the pre- 
caution to post itself in a strong position among heavy timber 
that grew near the river-bank ; and on this account the first 
volley of the Indians produced a less deadly effect. For all that, 
several fell ; and those who were exposed to view were still in 
danger. 

The fire was returned by the troops, repeated by the Indians, 
and again answered by the soldiers — now rolling continuously, 
now in straggling volleys or single shots, and at intervals 
altogether ceasing. 

For a long while but little damage was done on either side ; 
but it was evident that the Indians, under cover of the under- 
wood, were working themselves into a more advantageous posi- 
tion — in fact, surrounding us. The troops, on the other hand, 
dare not stir from the spot where they had landed, until a larger 
number should cross over. After that it was intended we should 
advance, and force the Indians from the covert at the point of 
the bayonet. 

The troops from the other side continued to cross. Hitherto, 
they had been protected by the fire of those already over ; but 
at this crisis a manoeuvre was effected by the Indians, that 
threatened to put an end to the passing of the river, unless under 
a destructive fire from their rifles. 
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Jofit below oar position, a narrow strip of land jutted ont intc 
the stream, forming a miniature peninsula. It was a sand-bar 
caused by an eddy on the opposite side. It was lower than the 
main bank, and bare of timber — except at its extreme point, 
where a sort of island had been formed, higher than the 
peninsula itself. 

On this island grew a thick grove of evergreen trees — palms, 
live-oaks, and magnolias — in short, a hommock. 

It wonld have been prudent for us to have occupied this hom- 
mock at the moment of our first crossing over ; but our general 
had not perceived the advantage. The Indians were not slow in 
noticing it ; and before we could take any steps to hinder them, 
a body of warriors rushed across the isthmus, and took possession 
of the hommock. 

The result of this skillful manoeuvre was soon made manifest. 
The boats, in crossing, were swept down by the current within 
range of the wooded islet — out of whose evergreen shades was 
now poured a continuous stream of blue fiery smoke, while the 
leaden missiles did their work of death. Men were seen drop- 
ping down upon the rafts, or tumbling over the sides of the 
canoes, with a heavy plunge upon the water, that told they had 
ceased to live ; while the thick fire of musketry that was directed 
upon the hommock altogether failed to dislodge the daring band 
who occupied it. 

There were but few of them — for we had seen them distinctly 
as they ran over the isthmus — but it was evident they were a 
chosen few, skilled marksmen every man. They were dealing 
destruction at every shot 

It was a moment of intense excitement. Elsewhere the con- 
flict was carried on with more equality — since both parties fought 
under cover of the trees, and but little injury was sustained or 
inflicted by either. The band upon the islet were killing more 
of our men than all the rest of the enemy. 

There was no other resource than to dislodge them from the 
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hommock — to drive them forth at the bayonet's point — at least 
this was the design that now suggested itself to the commander- 
in-chief. 

It seemed a forlorn hope. Whoever should approach from 
tho land-side would receive the full fire of the concealed enemy 
— be compelled to advance under a fearful risk of life. 

To my surprise, the duty was assigned to myself. Why, I 
know not — since it could not be from any superior courage or 
ardor I had hitherto evinced in the campaign. But the order 
came from the general, direct and prompt ; and with no great 
spirit I prepared to execute it. 

With a party of rifles — scarcely outnumbering the enemy wo 
were to attack at such a serious disadvantage — I started forth 
for the peninsula. 

I felt as if marching upon my death, and I believe that most 
of those who followed me were the victims of a similar presenti- 
ment Even though it had been a certainty, we could not now 
turn back ; the eyes of the whole army were upon us. We must 
go forwards — we must conquer or fall 

In a few seconds we were upon the island, and advancing by 
rapid strides towards the hommock. We had hopes that the 
Indians might not have perceived our approach, and that we 
should get behind them unawares. 

They were vain hopes. Our enemies had been watchful ; they 
had observed our manoeuvre from its beginning ; had faced 
round, and were waiting with rifles loaded, ready to receive us. 

But half conscious of our perilous position, we pressed forward s 
and had got within twenty yards of the grove, when the blue 
smoke and red flame suddenly jetted forth from the trees. I 
heard the bullets shower past my ears ; I heard *the cries and 
groans of my followers, as they fell thickly behind me. I looked 
around — I saw that every one of them was stretched upon the 
ground, dead or dying ! 

At the same instant a voice reached me from the grove : 
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" Go back, Randolph ! go back ! By that symbol upon your 
breast your life has been spared ; but my braves are chafed, and 
their blood is hot with fighting. Tempt not their anger. 
Away I away V 



CHAPTER LXVIII. 

▲ VICTORY ENDING IN A RETREAT. 

I saw not the speaker, who was completely hidden behind the 
thick trellis of leaves. It was not necessary I should see him, to 
know who addressed me ; on hearing the voice I instantly recog- 
nized it It was Osceola who spoke. 

I cannot describe my sensations at that moment, nor tell 
exactly how I acted. My mind was in a chaos of confusion — 
surprise and fear mingling alike in my emotions. 

I remember facing once more towards my followers. I saw 
that they were not all dead — some were still lying where they 
had fallen, doubled up, or stretched oat in various attitudes of 
death — motionless — beyond doubt, lifeless. Some still moved, 
their cries for help showing that life was not extinct. 

To my joy, I observed several who had regained their feet, 
and were running, or rather scrambling, rapidly away from the 
ground ; and still another few who had risen into half-erect atti- 
tudes, and were crawling off upon their hands and knees. 

These last were still being fired upon from the bushes ; and 
as I stood wavering, I saw one or two of them levelled along the 
grass by the fatal bullets that rained thickly around me. 

Among the wounded who lay at my feet, there was a young 
fellow whom I knew. He appeared to be shot through both 
limbs, and could not move his body from the spot. His appeal 
to me for help was the first thing that aroused me from my inde- 
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cision ; I remembered that this young man had once done me a 
service. 

Almost mechanically, I bent down, grasped him around the 
waist, and raising his body, commenced dragging him away. 

With my burden I hurried back across the isthmus — as fast 
as my strength would permit — nor did I stop till beyond the 
range of the Indian rifles. Here I was met by a party of soldiers, 
sent to cover our retreat. In their hands I left my disabled 
comrade, and hastened onward to deliver my melanchoy report 
to the commander-in-chief. 

My tale needed no telling. Our movement had been watched, 
and our discomfiture was already known throughout the whole 
army. 

The general said not a word ; and, without giving time for 
explanation, ordered me to another part of the field. 

All blamed his imprudence in having ordered such a desperate 
charge — especially with so small a force. For myself, I had 
gained the credit of a bold leader ; but how I chanced to be the 
only one, who came back unscathed out of that deadly fire, was 
a puzzle which at that moment I did not choose to explain. 

For an hour or more the fight continued to be carried on, in 
the shape of a confused skirmish among swamps and trees, with- 
out either party gaining any material advantage. Each held 
the position it had taken up — though the Indians retained the 
freedom of the forest beyond. To have retired from ours, would 
have been the ruin of the whole army ; since there was no other 
mode of retreat, but by recrossing the stream, and that could 
only have been effected under the fire of the enemy. 

And yet to hold our position appeared equally ruinous. We 
could effect nothing by being thus brought to a stand-still, for 
we were actually besieged upon the bank of the river. We had 
vainly endeavored to force the Indians from the bush. Having 
once failed, a second attempt to cut our way through them would 
be a still more perilous emprise ; and yet to remain stationary 
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had also its prospects of danger. With scanty provisions, the 
troops had marched ont of their cantonments. Their rations 
were already exhausted — hunger stared the army in the face. 
Its pangs were already felt, and every hour would render them 
more severe. 

We began to believe that we were besieged; and such was 
virtually the fact. Around us in a semi-circle swarmed the 
savages, each behind his protecting tree — thus forming a defen- 
sive line equal in strength to a fortified intrenchment. Such 
could not be forced, without the certainty of great slaughter 
among our men. 

We perceived, too, that the number of our enemies was hourly 
increasing. A peculiar cry — which some of the old " Indian 
fighters " understood — heard at intervals, betokened the arrival 
of fresh parties of the foe. We felt the apprehension that we 
were being outnumbered, and might soon be overpowered. A 
gloomy feeling was fast spreading itself through the ranks. 

During the skirmishes that had already occurred, we noticed 
that many of the Indians were armed with fusils and muskets. 
A few were observed in uniform, with military accoutrements ! 
One — a conspicuous leader — was still more singularly attired. 
From his shoulders was suspended a large silken flag, after the 
fashion of a Spanish cloak of the times of the conquistadores. Its 
stripes of alternate red and white, with the blue starry field at 
the corner, were conspicuous. Every eye in the army looked 
upon it, and recognized in the fantastic draping, thus tauntingly 
displayed, the loved flag of our country. 

These symbols were expressive. They did not puzzle us. 
Their presence among our enemies was easily explained. The 
flag, the muskets and fusils, the uniforms and equipments, were 
trophies from the battle-field where Dade had fallen. 

Though the troops regarded these objects with bitter indigna- 
tion, their anger was impotent : the hour for avenging the dis- 
astrous fate of their comrades had not yet arrived. 
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It is not improbable we might have shared their destiny, had 
we remained much longer upon the ground ; but a plan of retreat 
offered, of which our general was not loath to take advantage. 
It was the happy idea of a volunteer officer — an old campaigner 
of the " Hickory " wars — versed in the tactics of Indian fighting. 

By his advice, a feint was made by the troops who had not 
yet crossed — the volunteers. It was a pretended attempt to 
effect the passage of the river at a point higher up stream. It 
was good strategy. Had such a passage been possible, it would 
have brought the enemy between two fires, and thus put an end 
to the " surround ;" but a crossing was not intended — only a 
ruse. 

It had the effect designed ; the Indians were deceived by it, 
and rushed in a body up the bank to prevent the attempt at 
crossing. Our beleagured force took advantage of their tempo- 
rary absence ; and the "regulars," making an adroit use of the 
time, succeeded in getting back to the " safe side " of the river. 
The wily foe was too prudent to follow us ; and thus ended the 
" battle of the Ouithlacoochee." 

In the hurried council that was held, there was no two opinions 
as to what course of action we should pursue. The proposal to 
march back to Fort King was received with a wonderful unani- 
mity ; and, with little loss of time, we took the route, and arrived 
without further molestation at the fort 
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CHAPTER LXIX. 

ANOTHER "SWAMP-FIGHT." 

After this action, a complete change was observed in the spirit 
of the army. Boasting was heard no more ; and the eagerness 
of the troops to be led against the enemy was no longer difficult 
to restrain. No one expressed desire for a second expedition 
across the Ouithlacoochee, and the " Cove " was to remain unex- 
plored until the arrival of reinforcements The volunteers were 
disheartened, wearied of the campaign, and not a little cowed by 
the resistance they had so unexpectedly encountered — bold and 
bloody as it was unlooked for. The enemy, hitherto despised, 
if it had aroused by its conduct a strong feeling of exasperation 
and vengeance, had also purchased the privilege of respect 

The battle of the Ouithlacoochee cost the United States army 
nearly a hundred men. The Seminole loss was believed to be 
much greater ; though no one could give a better authority for 
this belief than that of a "guess." No one had seen the enemy's 
slain ; but this was accounted for by the assertion, that during 
the fight they had carried their dead and wounded from the field ! 

How often has this absurd allegation appeared in the dis- 
patches of generals both victorous and defeated ! It is the 
usual explanation of a battle-field found too sparsely strewn by 
the bodies of the foe. The very possibility of such an opera- 
tion argues either an easy conflict, or a strong attachment 
between comrade and comrade — too strong, indeed, for human 
nature. With some fighting experience, I can affirm that I never 
saw a dead body, either of comrade or foeman, moved from the 
ground where he had fallen, so long as there was a shot ringing 
upon the ear. 

In the battle of the Ouithlacoochee, no doubt some of our 
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enemies had " bit the dost ;" bat their loss was much less than 
that of our own troops. For myself — and I had ample opportu- 
nity for observation — I could not swear to a single "dead 
Indian ;" nor have I met with a comrade who could. 

Notwithstanding this, historians hare chronicled the affair as 
a grand " victory," and the dispatch of the commander-in-chief 
is still extant — a curious specimen of warlike literature. In this 
document may be found the name of almost every officer 
engaged, each depicted as a peerless hero 1 A rare monument 
of vanity and boasting. 

To speak the honest truth, we had been well " whipped " by 
the red skins ; and the chagrin of the army was only equalled 
by its exasperation. 

Clinch, although esteemed a kind general — the "soldier's 
friend," as historians term him — was no longer regarded as a 
great warrior. His glory had departed. If Osceola owed him 
any spite, he had reason to be satisfied with what he had accom- 
plished, without molesting the "old veteran" further. Though 
still living, he was dead to fame. * * * 

A fresh commander-in-chief now made his appearance, and 
hopes of victory were again revived. The new general was 
Gaines, another of the " veterans " produced by seniority of rank. 
He had not been ordered by the Government upon this especial 
duty ; but Florida being part of his military district, had volun- 
teered to take the guidance of the war. 

Like his predecessor, Gaines expected to reap a rich harvest 
of laurels, and, like the former, was he doomed to disappointment. 
Again, it was the cypress wreath. 

Without delay, our army — reinforced by fresh troops from 
Louisiana and elsewhere— was put in motion, and once more 
marched upon the " Cove." 

We reached the banks of the Amazura, but never crossed that 
fatal stream — equally fatal to our glory as our lives. This time, 
the Indians crossed. 
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Almost upon the ground of the former action — with the dif- 
ference that it was now upon the nether bank of the stream — 
we were attacked by the red warriors j and, after some hours of 
sharp skirmishing, compelled to shelter our proud battalions 
within the protecting pickets of a stockade t Within this inclo- 
sure we were besieged for a period of nine days, scarcely daring 
to trust ourselves outside the wooden walls. Starvation no lon- 
ger stared us in the face-— it had actually come upon us ; and 
but for the horses we had hitherto bestrode — with whose flesh we 
were fain to satisfy the cravings of our appetites — one half the 
army of " Camp Izard " would have perished of hunger. 

We were saved from destruction by the timely arrival of a 
large force that had been dispatched to our rescue under Clinch, 
still commanding his brigade. Having marched direct from Fort 
King, our former general had the good fortune to approach the 
enemy from their rear, and, by surprising our besiegers, disen- 
tangled us from our perilous situation. 

The day of our delivery was memorable by a singular inci- 
dent — an armistice of a peculiar character. 

Early in the morning, while it was yet dark, a voice was 
heard hailing us from a distance, in a loud " Ho there ! — 
Halloa \» 

It came from the direction of the enemy — since we were sur~ 
rounded, it could not be otherwise— but the peculiar phraseology 
led to the hope that Clinch's brigade had arrived. 

The hail was repeated, and answered ; but the hope of a res- 
cue vanished when the stentorian voice was recognized as that 
of Abram, the black chief, and quondam interpreter of the 
council. 

" What do you want ? w was the interrogatory ordered by the 
commander-in-chief. 

" A talk," came the curt reply. 

" For what purpose V 9 

" We want to stop fighting." 
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The proposal was agreeable as unexpected. What could it 
mean ? Were the Indians starving, like ourselves, and tired of 
hostilities ? It was probable enough : for what other reason 
should they desire to end the war so abruptly ? They had not 
yet been defeated, but, on the contrary, victorious in every action 
that had been fought. 

But one other motive could be thought of. We were every 
hour expecting the arrival of Clinch's brigade. Runners had 
reached the camp to say that he was near, and, reinforced by it, 
we should be not only strong enough to raise the siege, but to 
attack the Indians with almost a certainty of defeating them. 
Perhaps they knew, as well as we, that Clinch was advancing, 
and were desirous of making terms before his arrival. 

The proposal for a "talk" was thus accounted for by the 
commander-in-chief, who was now in hopes of being able to 
strike a decisive blow. His only apprehension was, that the 
enemy should retreat, before Clinch could get forward upon the 
field. An armistice would serve to delay the Indians upon the 
ground; and without hesitation, the distant speaker was informed 
that the talk would be welcome. 

A meeting of parkmentaires from each side was arranged ; the 
hour, as soon as it should be light. There were to be three of 
the Indians, and three from the camp. 

A small savanna extended from the stockade. At several 
hundred yards' distance it was bounded by the woods. As soon 
as the day broke, we saw three men emerge from the timber, and 
advance into the open ground. They were Indian chiefs in full 
costume ; they were the commissioners. All three were recog- 
nized from the camp— Abram, Coa Hajo, and Oscedla. 

Outside musket-range, they halted, placing themselves side by 
side in erect attitudes, and facing the inclosure. 

Three officers, two of whom could speak the native tongue, 
were sent forth to meet them. I was one of the deputation. 

In a few seconds we stood face to face with the hostile chiefs. 
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CHAPTER LXX. 

THE TALK. 

Before a word was uttered, all six of us shook hands — so far 
as appearance went, in the most friendly manner. Osceola grasp- 
ed mine warmly ; as he did so, saying with a peculiar smile : 

" Ah, Randolph 1 Mends sometimes meet in war as well as in 
peace." 

I knew to what he referred, but could only answer him with a 
significant look of gratitude. 

An orderly, sent to us with a message from the general, was 
seen approaching from the camp. At the same instant, an 
Indian appeared coming out of the timber, and, keeping pace 
with the orderly, simultaneously with the latter arrived upon the 
ground. The deputation was determined we should not outnum- 
ber it. 

As soon as the orderly had whispered his message, the " talk 
began." 

Abram was the spokesman on the part of the Indians, and de- 
livered himself in his broken English. The others merely signi- 
fied their assent by a simple nod, or the affirmation " Ho ;" 
while their negative was expressed by the exclamation " Cooree." 

" Do you white folk want to make peace ?" abruptly demand- 
ed the negro. 

" Upon what terms P' asked the head of our party. 

" Da tarms we gib you are dese : you lay down arm, an' stop 
de war ; your sogas go back, an' stay in dar forts : toe Indyen 
cross ober da Ouithlacoochee ; an' from dis time forth, for ebber 
affer, we make the grand ribber da line o' boundary atween de 
two. We promise lib in peace an' good tarms wi' all white 
neighbor. Dat's all got say." 
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"Brothers 1" said our speaker in reply, " I fear these condi- 
tions will not be accepted by the white general, nor onr great 
father, the president. I am commissioned to say, that the com- 
mander-in-chief can treat with yon on no other conditions than 
those of your absolute submission, and under promise that you 
will now agree to the removal." 

" Cooree ! cooree ! never 1" haughtily exclaimed Coa Hajo and 
Osceola in one breath, and with a determined emphasis, that 
proved they had no intention of offering to surrender. 

" An' what for we submit ?" asked the black, with some show 
of astonishment. " We not conquered 1 We conquer you ebbery 
fight — we whip you people, one, two, tree time— we whip you ; 
dam 1 we kill you well too. What for we submit ? We come 
here gib condition — not ask urn." 

" It matters little what has hitherto transpired," observed the 
officer in reply ; "we are by far stronger than you — we must 
conquer you in the end." 

Again the two chiefs simultaneously cried " Cooree S" 

" May be, white men, you make big mistake 'bout our strength. 
We not so weak you tink for — dam ! no. We show you our 
strength." 

As the negro said this, he turned inquiringly towards his com- 
rades, as if to seek their assent to some proposition. 

Both seemed to grant it with a ready nod ; and Osceola, who 
now assumed the leadership of the affair, faced towards the for- 
est, at the same time giving utterance to a loud and peculiar 
intonation. 

The echoes of his voice had not ceased to vibrate upon thp air, 
when the evergreen grove was observed to be in motion along 
its whole edge ; and the next instant, a line of dusky warriors 
shewed itself in the open ground. They stepped forth a pace or 
two, then halted in perfect order of battle — so that their num- 
bers could easily be told off from where we stood. 

" Count the red warriors !" cried Osceola, in a triumphant 
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tone — " count them, and be no longer ignorant of the strength 
of your enemy , n 

As the Indian ottered these words, a satirical smile played 
upon his lips ; and he stood for some seconds confronting us in 
silence. 

" Now," continued he, once more pointing to his followers, 
" do yonder braves — there are fifteen hundred of them — do they 
look starviug and submissive ? No 1 they are ready to continue 
the war till the blood of the last man sinks into the soil of his 
native land. If they must perish, it will be here — here in Florida 
— in the land of their birth, upon the graves of their fathers. 

" We have taken up the rifle because you wronged us, and 
would drive us out. For the wrongs we have had revenge. 
We have killed many of your people, and we are satisfied 
with the vengeance we have taken. We want to kill no 
more. But about the removal, we have not changed our minds. 
We shall never change them. 

" We have made you a fair proposition : accept it, and in 
this hour the war shall cease ; reject it, and more blood shall be 
spilled — ay, by the spirit of Wykom6 1 rivers of blood shall flow. 
The red poles of our lodges shall be painted again and again 
with the blood of our pale-faced foes. Peace or war, then — you 
are welcome to your choice.'' 

As Osceola ceased speaking, he waved his hand towards his 
dusky warriors by the wood, who at the sign disappeared among 
the trees, silently, rapidly, almost mysteriously. 

A meet reply was being delivered to the passionate harangue 
of the young chief, when the speaker was interrupted by the re- 
port of musketry, heard in the direction of the Indians, but fur- 
ther off. The shots followed each other in rapid succession, and 
were accompanied by shouts, that, though feebly borne from the 
far distance, could be distinguished as the charging cheers of 
men advancing into a battle. 

" Ha 1 foul play 1" cried the chiefs in a breath ; " pale-faced 
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liars 1 you shall me this treason f and, without waiting to ex- 
change another sentence, all three sprang off from the spot, and 
ran at fall speed towards the covert of the woods. 

We turned back within the lines of the camp, where the shots 
had also been heard, and interpreted as the advance of Clinch's 
brigade attacking the Indian outposts in the rear. We found 
the troops already mustered in battle-array, and preparing to 
issue forth from the stockade. In a few minutes, the order was 
given, and. the army marched forth, extending itself rapidly both 
right and left along the bank of the river. 

As soon as the formation was complete, the line advanced. 
The troops were burning for revenge. Cooped up as they had 
been for days, half-famished, and more than half disgraced, they 
had now an opportunity to retrieve their honour ; and were fully 
bent upon the punishment of the savage foe. With an army in 
their rear, rapidly closing upon them by an extended line — for 
this had been pre-arranged between the commanders — another 
similarly advancing upon their front, how could the Indians 
escape ? They must fight — they would be conquered at last. 

This was the expectation of all — officers and soldiers. The 
commander-in-chief was himself in high spirits. His strategic 
plan had succeeded. The enemy was surrounded — entrapped ; 
a great victory was before him — a " harvest of laurels." 

We marched forward. We heard shots, but now only solitary 
or straggling. We could not hear the well-known war-cry of 
the Indians. 

We continued to advance. The hommocks were carried by a 
charge, but in their shady coverts we found no enemy. 

Surely they must still be before us — between our lines and 
those of the approaching reinforcement? Is it possible they 
can have retreated — escaped ? 

No I Yonder they are — on the other side of the meadow — 
just coming out from the trees. They are advancing to give us 

battle 1 Now for the charge — now 

15* 
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Ha 1 those bine uniforms and white belts — those forage caps 
and sabres — these are not Indians 1 It is not the enemy ! They 
are our friends — the soldiers of Clinch's brigade ! 

Fortunate it was that at that moment there was a mutual re- 
cognition, else might we have annihilated one another. 



CHAPTER LXXI. 

MT8TERIOU8 DISAPPEARANCE OF AN ARMY. 

The two divisions of the army now came together, and after a 
rapid council had been held between the commanders, continued 
scouring the field in search of our enemy. Hours were spent in 
the search ; but not an Indian foe could be found ! 

Osceola had performed a piece of strategy unheard of in tho 
annals of war. He had carried an army of 1,500 men from be- 
tween two others of nearly equal numbers, who had completely 
enfiladed him, without leaving a man upon the ground — ay, 
without leaving a trace of his retreat. That host of Indian 
warriors, so lately observed in full battle array, had all at once 
broken up into a thousand fragments, and, as if by magic, had 
melted out of sight. 

The enemy was gone, we knew not whither ; and the disap- 
pointed generals once more marched their forces back to Fort 

King. 

********* 

The " dispersion," as it was termed, of the Indian army, was 
of course chronicled as another " victory." It was a victory, 
however, that killed poor old Gaines — at least his military fame 
— and he was only too glad to retire from the command he had 
been so eager to obtain. 

********* 
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A third general now took the field as commander-in-chief — an 
officer of more notoriety than either of his predecessors — Scott. 
A lucky wound received in the old British wars, seniority of rank, 
a good deal of political buffoonery, but abo?e all a free trans- 
lation of the French " system of tactics," with the assumption of 
being their author, had kept General Scott conspicuously before 
the American public for a period of twenty years.* He who 
could contrive such a system of military manoeuvring could not 
be otherwise than a great soldier ; so reasoned his countrymen. 

Of course wonderful things were expected from the new com- 
mander-in-chief, and great deeds were promised. He would deal 
with the savages in a different way from that adopted by 
his predecessors ; he would soon put an end to the contemptible 
war. 

There was much rejoicing at the appointment ; and prepara- 
tions were made for a campaign on a far more extensive scale 
than had fallen to the lot of either of the chiefs who preceded 
him. The army was doubled — almost trebled — the commissariat 
amply provided for, before the great general would consent to 
set foot upon the field. 

He arrived at length, and the army was put in motion. 

I am not going to detail the incidents of this campaign ; 
there were none of sufficient importance to be chronicled, much 
less of sufficient interest to be narrated. It consisted simply of 
a series of harassing marches, conducted with all the pomp and 
regularity of a parade review. The army was formed into three 
divisions, somewhat bombastically styled " right wing," " left 



• Soott'i whole career, political at well as military, bat been a aeries of /mm pas. 
Hit campaign in Mexico will not bear criticism. The numerous blunders he there com- 
mitted would hare led to most fatal results, had they not been neutralised by the Judg- 
ment of his inferior officers, and the Indomitable tsJout of thesoldlery. The battle of 
Molino del Key— the armistice with Santa Anna, were military errors unworthy of a 
cadet fresh from college. I make bold to affirm that every action was a mob-fight— the 
result depending upon mere chance ; or rather on the desperate bravery of the troops 
upon one tide, and the infamous cowardice of those on the other. 
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wing," and " centre." Thus formed, they were to approach the 
" Cove of the Onithlacoochee " — again that fatal Cove — from 
three different directions, Fort King,, Fort Brooke, and the 
St. John's. On arriving on the edge of the great swamp, each 
was to fire minute-gnns as signals for the others, and then all 
three were to advance in converging lines towards the heart of 
the Seminole fastness. 

The absurd manoeuvre was carried out, and ended as might 
have been expected, in complete failure. During the march, no 
man saw the face of a red Indian. A few of their camps were 
discovered, but nothing more. The cunning warriors had heard 
the signal guns, and well understood their significance. With 
such a hint of the position of their enemy, they had but little 
difficulty in making their retreat between the " wings." 

Perhaps the most singular, if not the most important, incident 
occurring in Scott's campaign was one which came very near 
costing me my life. If not worthy of being given in detail, it 
merits mention as a curious case of " abandonment." 

While marching for the " Cove " with his centre wing, the 
idea occurred to our great commander to leave behind him, upon 
the banks of the Amazura, what he termed a " post of observa- 
tion." This consisted of a detachment of forty men — mostly our 
Suwanee volunteers, with their proportion of officers, myself 
ar.ong the number. 

We were ordered to fortify ourselves on the spot, and stay 
there until we should be relieved from our duty, which was some- 
what indefinitely understood even by him who was placed in 
command of us. After giving these orders, the general, at the 
head of his "central wing," niarched off, leaving us to our 
fate. 

Our little band was sensibly alive to the perilous position in 
which we were thus placed, and we at once set about making the 
best of it. We felled trees, built a block-house, dug a well, and 
surrounded both with a strong stockade. 
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Fortunately we were not discovered by the enemy for nearly a 
week after the departure of the army, else we should most cer- 
tainly have been destroyed to a man. The Indians, in all proba- 
bility, had followed the " centre wing," and thus for a time were 
carried out of onr neighborhood. 

On the sixth day, however, they made their appearance, and 
summoned us to surrender. 

We refused, and fought them — again, and again, at intervals, 
during a period of fifty days ! 

Several of our men were killed or wounded ; and among the 
former, the gallant chief of our devoted band, Holloman, who 
fell from a shot fired through the interstices of the stockade. 

Provisions had been left with us to serve us for two weeks ; 
they were eked out to last for seven ! For thirty days we sub- 
sisted upon raw corn and water, with a few handfuls of acorns, 
which we contrived to gather from the trees growing within the 
inclosure. 

In this way we held out for a period of fifty days, and still no 
commander-in-chief — no army came to relieve us. During all 
that gloomy siege, we never heard word of either ; no white face 
ever showed itself to our anxious eyes, that gazed constantly 
outward. We believed ourselves abandoned — forgotten. 

And such in reality was the fact — General Scott, in his eager- 
ness to get away from Florida, had quite forgotten to relieve the 
" post of observation f and others believing that we had long 
since perished, made no effort to send a rescue. 

Death from hunger stared us in the face, until at length 
the brave old hunter, Hickman, found his way through the lines 
of our besiegers, and communicated our situation to our " friends 
at home." 

His tale produced a strong excitement, and a force was 
dispatched to our relief, that succeeded in dispersing our enemies, 
and setting us free from our block-house prison. 

Thus terminated " Scott's campaign," and with it his corn- 
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mand in Florida. The whole affair was a burlesque, and Scott 
was only saved from ridicule and the disgrace of a speedy recall, 
by a lucky accident, that fell in his favor. Orders had already 
reached him to take control of another, " Indian war " — the 
" Creek n — that was just breaking out in the States of the south- 
west ; and this afforded the discomfited general a well-timed 
excuse for retiring from the " Flowery Land." 

Florida was destined to prove to American generals a land of 
melancholy remembrances. No less than seven of them were 
successively beaten at the game of Indian warfare by the Semi- 
noles and their wily chieftains. It is not my purpose to detail 
the history of their failures and mishaps. From the disappear- 
ance of General Scott, I was myself no longer with the main 
army. My destiny conducted me through the more romantic 
by-ways of the campaign — the paths of la petite guerre — and of 
these only am I enabled to write. Adieu, then, to the grand his- 
toric. 



CHAPTER LXXn. 

THE CONDITION OF BLACK JAKE. 

We had escaped from the block-house in boats, down the river 
to its mouth, and by sea to St. Marks. Thence the volunteers 
scattered to their homes — their term of service having expired. 
They went as they listed ; journeying alone, or in straggling 
squads of three and four together. 

One of these groups consisted of old Hickman the hunter, a 
companion of like kidney, myself, and my ever faithful henchman. 

Jake was no longer the " Black Jake n of yore. A sad change 
had come over his external aspect. His * cheek-bones stood 
prominently out, while the cheeks themselves had fallen in ; his 
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eyeballs had retreated far within their Rockets, and the neglected 
wool stood oat over his temples in a thick frizzled shock. His 
gkin had lost its fine ebon polish, and showed distinct traces of 
corrugation. Wherever "scratched" by his now elongated 
finger-nails, a whitish dandruffy surface was exhibited. 

The poor fellow had fared badly in the block-house ; and three 
weeks of positive famine had played sad havoc with his outward 
man. 

Starvation, however, but little affected his spirits. Through- 
oat all, he had preserved his jovial mood, and his light humor 
often roused me from my despondency. While gnawing the corn 
cob, and washing down the dry maize with a gourd of cold water, 
he would indulge in rapturous visions of " hominy and hog-meat," 
to be devoured whenever it should please fate to let him return 
to the " ole plantayshun." Such delightful prospects of future 
enjoyment enabled him the better to endure the pinching present 
— for anticipation has its joys. Now that we were free, and 
actually heading homewards ; now that his visions were certain 
soon to become realities, Jake's jovialty could no longer be kept 
within bounds ; his tongue was constantly in motion ; his mouth 
ever open with the double tier of " ivories " displayed in a con- 
tinuous smile ; while his skin seemed to be rapidly recovering its 
dark oily lustre. 

Jake was the soul of our party, as we trudged wearily along ; 
and his gay jokes affected even the staid old hunters, at intervals 
eliciting from both loud peals of laughter. 
' For myself I scarcely shared their mirth — only now and then, 
when the sallies of my follower proved irresistible. There was a 
gloom over my spirit, which I could not comprehend. 

It should have been otherwise. I should have felt happy at 
the prospect of returning home— of once more beholding those 
who were dear — but it was not so. 

It had been so on my first getting free from our block-house 
prison ; but this was only the natural reaction, consequent upon 
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escape from what appeared almost certain death. My joy had 
been short-lived : it was past and gone ; and now that I was 
Hearing my native home, dark shadows came over my soul ; a 
presentiment was upon me that all was not well. 

I could in no way account for this feeling, for I had heard no 
evil tidings. In truth, I had heard nothing of home or of friends 
for a period of nearly two months. During our long siege, no 
communication had ever reached us ; and at St. Marks we met 
but slight news from the settlements of the Suwanee. We were 
returning in ignorance of all that had transpired there daring our 
absence — if aught had transpired worthy of being known. 

This ignorance itself might have produced uncertainty, doubt, 
even apprehension ; but it was not the sole cause of my presenti- 
ment. Its origin was different. Perhaps the recollection of my 
abrupt departure — the unsettled state in which I had left the 
affairs of our family — the parting scene, now vividly recalled — 
remembrances of Ringgold — reflections upon the wicked designs 
of this wily villain — all these may have contributed to form the 
apprehensions under which I was suffering. Two months was a 
long period ; many events could happen within two months, even 
in the narrow circle of one's own family. Long since it had been 
reported that I had perished at the hands of the Indian foe ; I 
was believed to be dead, at home, wherever I was known ; and 
the belief might have led to ill results. Was my sister still true 
to her word, so emphatically pronounced in that hour of part- 
ing ? Was I returning home to find her still my loved sister ? 
Still single and free ? or had she yielded to maternal solicitation, 
and become the wife of the vile caitiff after all f 

With such conjectures occupying my thoughts, no wonder I 
was not in a mood for merriment. My companions noticed my 
dejection, and in their rude but kind way, rallied me as we rode 
along. They failed, however, to make me cheerfhl like them- 
selves. I could not cast the load from my heart. Try as I 
would, the presentiment lay heavy upon me, that all was not well 
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Alas, alas I the presentiment proved true — no, not true, bnt 
worse — worse than my worst apprehensions — worse even than 
that I had most feared. 

The news that awaited me was not of marriage, but of death — 
the death of my mother — and worse than death — horrid doubt 
of my sister's fate. Before reaching home, a messenger met me 
—one who told an appalling tale. 

The Indians had attacked the settlement, or rather my own 
plantation — for their foray had gone no further : my poor mother 
had fallen under their savage knives ; my uncle too : and my 
sister ? She had been carried off! 

I stayed to hear no more ; but, driving the spurs into my 
jaded horse, galloped forward like one suddenly smitten with 
madness. 



CHAPTER LXXIII. 

A SAD SPECTACLE. 

My rate of speed soon brought me within the boundaries of 
the plantation ; and, without pausing to breathe my horse, I 
galloped on, taking the path that led most directly to the house. 
It was not the main road, but a wood-path here and there 
closed np with "bars." My horse was a spirited animal, and 
easily leaped over them. 

I met a man coming from the direction of the house — a white 
man — a neighbor. He made motions as if to speak — no doubt, 
of the calamity. I did not stop to listen. I had heard enough. 
My eyes alone wanted satisfaction. 

I knew every turn of the path. I knew the points where I 
should first come in sight of the house. 

I reached it, and looked forwards. Father of mercy ! there 
was no house to be seen 1 
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Half-bewildered, I reined up my horse. I strained my eyes 
over the landscape — in vain — no house. 

Had I taken the wrong road, or was I looking in the wrong 
direction f No — no. There stood the giant tulip-tree, that 
marked the embouchure of the path. There stretched the 
savanna ; beyond it the home-fields of indigo and maize ; beyond 
these the dark wood-knoll of the hommock ; bat beyond this last 
there was nothing — nothing I could recognize. 

The whole landscape appeared to have undergone a change. 
The gay white walls — the green jalousies — the cheerful aspect of 
home, that from that same spot had so often greeted me, return- 
ing hungry and wearied from the hunt — were no longer to be 
seen. The sheds, the negro-cabins, the offices, even the palings 
had disappeared. From their steads I beheld thick volumes of 
smoke ascending to the sky, and rolling over the sun till his disc 
was red. The heavens were frowning upon me. 

From what I had already learned, the spectacle was easy of 
comprehension. It caused no new emotion either of surprise or 
pain. I was not capable of suffering more. 

Again putting my horse to his speed, I galloped across the 
fields towards the scene of desolation. 

As I neared the spot, I could perceive the forms of men mov- 
ing about through the smoke. There appeared to be fifty or a 
hundred of them. Their motions did not betoken excitement. 
Only a few were moving at all, and these with a leisurely gait, 
that told they were not in action. The rest stood in groups, in 
lounging attitudes, evidently mere spectators of the conflagration. 
They were making no attempt to extinguish the flames, which I 
now observed mingling with the smoke. A few were rushing to 
and fro — most of them on horseback — apparently in the endea- 
vor to catch some horses and cattle, that, having escaped from 
the burnt inclosure, were galloping over the fields, neighing and 
lowing. 

One might have fancied that the men around the fire were 
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those who had caused it ; and for a moment such an idea was in 
my mind. The messenger had said that the foray had just taken 
place — that very morning at daybreak. It was all I had heart], 
as I hurried away. 

It was yet early — scarcely an hour after sunrise — for we t>ad 
been travelling by night to avoid the hot hours. Were the savages 
still upon the ground ? Were those men Indians ? In the lurid 
light, amidst the smoke, chasing the cattle — as if with the inten- 
tion of driving them off — the conjecture was probable enough. 

But the report said they had gone away : how else could the 
details have been known ? — the murder of my mother, the rape 
of my poor sister f With the savages still upon the ground, 
how had these facts been ascertained ? 

Perhaps they had gone, and returned again to collect the 
booty, and fire the buildings ? For an instant such fancies were 
before my mind. 

They had no influence in checking my speed. I never thought 
of tightening the rein — my bridle arm was not free ; with both 
hands I was grasping the ready rifle. 

Vengeance had made me mad. Even had I been certain that 
the dark forms before me were those of the murderers, I was 
determined to dash forwards into their midst, and perish upon 
the body of a savage. 

I was not alone. The black was at my heels ; and close 
behind, I could hear the clattering hoofs of the hunters' 
horses. 

We galloped up to the selvidge of the smoke. The deception 
was at an end. They were not Indians or enemies, but friends 
who stood around, and who hailed our approach neither with 
words nor shouts, but with the ominous silence of sympathy. 

I pulled up by the fire, and dismounted from my horse : men 
gathered around me with looks of deep meaning. They were 
speechless — no one uttered a word. All saw that it was a tale 
that needed no telling. 
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I was myself the first to speak. In a Toice so husky as 
scarcely to be heard, I inquired : " Where V 

The interrogatory was understood — it was anticipated. One 
had already taken me by the hand, and was leading me gently 
around the fire. He said nothing, but pointed towards the 
hommock. Unresistingly I walked by his side. 

As we neared the pond, I observed a larger group than any I 
had yet seen. They were standing in a ring, with their faces 
turned inwards, and their eyes bent upon the earth. / knew she 
was there. 

At our approach, the men looked up, and suddenly the ring 
opened — both sides mechanically drawing back. He who had 
my hand conducted me silently onwards, till I stood in their 
midst. I looked upon the corpse of my mother. 

Beside it was the dead body of my uncle, and beyond, the 
bodies of several black men — faithful slaves, who had fallen iu 
defence of their master and mistress. 

My poor mother ! — shot — stabbed — scalped. Even in death 
had she been defeatured ! 

Though I had anticipated it, the spectacle shocked me. 

My poor mother ! Those glassy eyes would never smile upon 
me again — those pale lips would neither chide nor cheer me 
more. 

I could control my emotions no longer. I burst into tears ; 
and falling upon the earth, flung my arms around the corpse, 
and kissed the cold mute lips of her who had given me birth. 
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CHAPTER LXXIV. 

TO THB TRAIL. 

My grief was profound — even to misery. The remembrance 
of occasional moments of coldness on the part of my mother — 
the remembrance more* especially of the last parting scene — ren- 
dered my anguish acute. Had we but parted in affection — in 
the friendly confidence of former years — my loss would have 
been easier to endure. But no ; her last words to me were 
spoken in reproach — almost in anger — and it was the memory 
of these that now so keenly imbittered my thoughts. I would 
hare given the world could she have heard but one word — to 
know how freely I forgave her. 

My poor mother 1 all was forgiven. Her faults were few and 
venial I remembered them not. Ambition was her only sin — 
among those of her station, almost universal — but I remembered 
it no more. I remembered only her many virtues— only that 
she was my mother. Never until that moment had I known how 
dearly I loved her. 

It was no time to indulge in grief. Where was my sister f 

I sprang to my feet, as I gave wild utterance to the inter- 
rogatory. 

It was answered only by signs. Those around me pointed to 
the forest I understood the signs — the savages had borne her 
away. 

Up to this hour I had felt no hostility towards the red men ; 
on the contrary, my sentiments had an opposite inclination. If 
not friendship for them, I had felt something akin to it. I was 
conscious of the many wrongs they had endured, and were now 
enduring at the hands of our people. I knew that in the end 
they would be conquered, and must submit. I had felt sym- 
pathy for their unfortunate condition. 
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It was gone. The sight of my murdered mother produced an 
instantaneous change in my feelings ; and sympathy for the 
savage was supplanted by fierce hostility. Her blood called 
aloud for vengeance, and my heart was eager to obey the sum- 
mons. 

As I rose to my feet, I registered vows of revenge. 

I stood not alone. Old Hickman and his fellow-hunter were 
at my back, and fifty others joined their voices in a promise to 
aid me in the pursuit. 

Black Jake was among the loudest who clamored for retri- 
bution. He too had sustained his loss. Viola was nowhere to 
be found — she had been carried off with the other domestics. 
Some may have gone voluntarily, but all were absent — all who 
were not dead. The plantation and its people had no longer an 
existence. I was homeless as well as motherless. 

There was no time to be wasted in idle sorrowing ; immediate 
action was required, and determined upon. The people had 
come to the ground armed and ready, and a few minutes sufficed 
to prepare for the pursuit. 

A fresh horse was procured for myself ; others for the com- 
panions of my late journey ; and after snatching a breakfast 
hastily prepared, we mounted, and struck off upon the trail of 
the savages. 

It was easily followed, for the murderers had been mounted, 
and their horses' tracks betrayed them. 

They had gone some distance up the river before crossing, 
and then swam their horses over to the Indian side. Without 
hesitation, we did the same. 

The place I remembered well. I had crossed there before — 
two months before — while tracking the steed of Osceola. It 
was the path that had been taken by the young chief. The 
coincidence produced upon me a certain impression ; and not 
without pain did I observe it 

It led to reflection. There was time, as the trail was in 
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places less conspicuous, and the finding it delayed our advance 
It led to inquiry. 

Had any one seen the savages ? — or noted to what band they 
belonged ? Who was their leader f 

Yes. All these questions were answered in the affirmative. 
Two men, lying concealed by the road, had seen the Indians 
passing away — had seen their captives, too; my sister — Viola — 
with other girls of the plantation. These were on horseback, 
each clasped in the arms of a savage. The blacks travelled 
afoot. They were not bound. They appeared to go willingly. 
The Indians were " Redsticks " — led by Osceola. 

Such was the belief of those around me, founded upon the 
report of the men who had lain in ambush. 

It is difficult to describe the impression produced upon me. 
It was painful in the extreme. I endeavored not to believe the 
report. I resolved not to give it credence, until I should have 
further confirmation of its truthfulness. 

Osceola ! heavens ! Surely he would not have done this 
deed ? It could not have been he ? 

The men might have been mistaken. It was before daylight 
the savages had been seen. The darkness might have deceived 
them. Every feat performed by the Indians — every foray made 
— was put down to the credit of Osceola. Osceola was every- 
where. Surely he had not been there ? 

Who were the two men — the witnesses ? Not without surprise 
did I listen to the answer. They were Spence and Williams ! 

To my surprise, too, I now learned that they were among the 
party who followed me — volunteers to aid me in obtaining re- 
venge for my wrongs ! 

Strange, I thought ; but stranger still that Arena Ringgold 
was not there. He had been present at the scene of the confla- 
gration ; and, as I was told, among the loudest in his threats of 
vengeance. But he had returned home ; at all events he was 
not one of the band of pursuers. 
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I called Spence and Williams, and questioned them closely. 
They adhered to their statement. They admitted that it was 
dark when they had seen the Indians returning from the massa- 
cre. They could not tell for certain whether they were the war- 
riors of the " Redstick " tribe, or those of the " Long Swamp." 
They believed them to be the former. As to who was their 
leader, they had no donbt whatever. It was Osceola who led 
them. They knew him by the three ostrich feathers in his head- 
dress, which rendered him conspicuous among his followers. 

These fellows spoke positively. What interest could they have 
in deceiving me ? What could it matter to them, whether the 
chief of the murderous band was Osceola, Goa Hajo, or Onopa 
himself? 

Their words produced conviction — combined with other cir- 
cumstances, deep, painful conviction. The murderer of my 
mother — he who had fired my home, and borne my sister into a 
cruel captivity— could be no other than Osceola. 

All memory of our past friendship died upon the instant. My 
heart burned with hostility and hate, for him it had once so 
ardently admired. 



CHAPTER LXXV. 

THE ALARM. 

There were other circumstances connected with the bloody 
affair, that upon reflection appeared peculiar and mysterious. 
By the sudden shock, my soul had been completely benighted ; 
and these circumstances had escaped my notice. I merely be- 
lieved that there had been an onslaught of the Indians, in which 
my mother had been massacred, and my sister borne away from 
her home — that the savages, not satisfied with blood, had added 
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fire— that these outrages had been perpetrated in revenge for 
past wrongs, endured at the hands of their pale-faced enemies — 
that the like had occurred elsewhere, and was almost daily 
occurring — why not on the banks of the Suwanee, as in other 
districts of the country ? In fact, it had been rather a matter 
of wonder, that the settlement had been permitted to remain so 
long unmolested. Others — far more remote from the Seminole 
strongholds — had already suffered a like terrible visitation ; and 
why should ours escape ? The immunity had been remarked, 
and the inhabitants had become lulled by it into a false se- 
curity. 

The explanation given was that the main body of the Indians 
had been occupied elsewhere, watching the movements of Scott's 
triple army ; and, as our settlement was strong, no small band 
had dared to come against it. 

But Scott was now gone — his troops had retired within the 
forts — their summer quarters — for winter is the season of cam- 
paigning in Florida ; and the Indians, to whom all seasons are 
alike, were now free to extend their marauding expeditions 
against the trans-border plantations. 

This appeared the true explanation why an attack upon the 
settlement of the Suwanee had been so long deferred. 

During the first burst of my grief, on receiving news of the 
calamity, I accepted it as such : I and mine had merely been the 
victims of a general vengeance. 

But the moments of bewilderment soon passed ; and the pecu- 
liar circumstances, to which I have alluded, began to make 
themselves apparent to my mind. 

First of all, why was our plantation the only one that had 
been attacked ?— our house the only one given to the flames ? 
— our family the only one murdered ? 

These questions startled me ; and natural it was that they did 
so. There were other plantations along the river equally unpro- 
tected — other families far more noted for their hostility to the 

16 



Digitized 



by Google 



369 080E0LA. 

Seminole race — nay, what was yet a greater mystery, tbe Ring- 
gold plantation lay in the very path of the marauders ; as their 
trail testified, they had passed around it to reach our house ; and 
both Arens Ringgold and his father had long been notorious for 
bitter enmity to the red men, and violent aggressions against 
their rights. 

Why, then, had the Ringgold plantation been suffered to re- 
main unmolested, while ours was singled out for destruction ? 
Were we the victims of a particular and special vengeance 1 

It must have been so ; beyond a doubt, it was so. After long 
reflection, I could arrive at no other conclusion. By this alone 
eould the mystery be solved. 

And Powell — oh ! could it have been he ? — my Mend, a fiend 
guilty of such an atrocious deed ? Was it probable ? was it 
possible ? No— -neither. 

Despite the testimony of the two men — vile wretches I knew 
them to be— despite what they had seen and said — my heart 
refused to believe it. 

What motive could he have for such special murder ? — ah I 
what motive ? 

True, my mother had been unkind to him — more than that, 
ungrateful ; she had once treated him with scorn. I remem- 
bered it well — he, too, might remember it. 

But surely he, the noble youth — to my mind the beau idial of 
heroism — would scarcely have harbored such petty spite, and for 
so long ? — would scarcely have repayed it by an act of such 
bloody retribution ? No — no — no. 

Besides, would Powell have left untouched the dwelling of the 
Ringgolds ? of Arens Ringgold, one of his most hated foes — one 
of the four men he had sworn to kill ? This of itself was the 
most improbable circumstance connected with the whole affair. 

Ringgold had been at home — might have been entrapped in 
his sleep—- his black retainers would scarcely have resisted ; at all 
events, they could have been overcome as easily as ours. 
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Why was he permitted to live f Why was his house not given 
to the flames ? 

Upon the supposition that Osceola was the leader of the band* 
I could not comprehend why he should have left Arena Ringgold 
to live, while killing those who were scarcely his enemies. 

New information imparted to me as we advanced along the 
route, produced new reflections. I was told that the Indians 
had made a hasty departure— that they had in fact retreated. 
The conflagration had attracted a large body of citizen soldiery 
— a patrol upon its rounds — and the appearance of these, unex- 
pected by the savages, had caused the latter to scamper off to 
the woods. But for this, it was conjectured other plantations 
would have suffered the fate of ours — perhaps that of Ringgold 
himself. 

The tale was probable enough. The band of marauders was 
not large — we knew by their tracks there were not more than 
fifty of them — and this would account for their retreat on the 
appearance even of a smaller force. The people alleged that it 
was a retreat. 

This information gave a different complexion to the affair — I 
was again driven to conjectures— again forced to suspicions of 
Osceola. 

Perhaps I but half understood his Indian nature ; perhaps, 
after all, he was the monster who had struck the blow. 

Once more I interrogated myself as to his motive — what 
motive f 

Ha ! my sister,* Virginia God 1 could love — passion— 

fiendish desire to possess 

" The Indyens I Indyens 1 Indyens P 
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CHAPTER LXXVI. 

A FALSE ALARM. 

This significant shout at once pat a period to my reflections. 

Bettering the savages to be in sight, I spurred towards the 
front. The horsemen had drawn bridle and halted. A few, 
who had been straggling from the path, hurried up and ranged 
themselves close to the main body, as if for protection. A few 
others, who had been riding carelessly in the advance, were seen 
galloping back. It was from these last the cry of " Indyens " 
had come, and several of them still continued to repeat it. 

" Indynns ?" cried Hickman, interrogatively, and with an air 
of incredulity. " Whar did ye see them P' 

"Yonder," responded one of the retreating horsemen — "in 
yon clump o* live oaks. It's full o' them." 

" 111 be dog-goned if I believe it," rejoined the old hunter, 
with a contemptuous toss of the head. "Ill lay a plug o> 
Jeemes's River, it war stumps yez seed ! Indynns don't show 
'emselves in timmer like this hyar — specially to sech verdunts as 
you. Ye'Il hear 'em afore you see 'em, I kalk'late." 

" But we did hear them," replied one, " we heard them call- 
ing out to one another." 

" Bah !" exclaimed the hunter ; " y'ull hear 'em different from 
that, I guess, when you gets near enough. It'll be the spang o 9 
thar rifles y'ull hear fust thing. Dog-gone the Indyun's thar. 
Twar a coon or a cat-bird ye've heern a screamin' I I know'd 
ye'd make a scamper the fust thing as flittered afore ye." 

" Stay whar yez are now," he added in a tone of authority, 
"jest stay whar yez are a bit." 

So saying, he slipped down from his saddle, and commenced 
hitching his bridle to a branch. 
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" Come, Jim Weatherford," he said, " addressing himself to his 
hunter comrade, " you come along — we'll see whether it be In- 
dyuns or stumps thet's gin these fellows seen a dog-goned 
scare." 

Weatherford, anticipating the request, had already dropped 
to the ground ; and the two having secured their horses, rifle in 
hand, slunk silently off into the bushes. 

The rest of the party, gathering still more closely together, 
remained in their saddles to await the result. 

There was but slight trial upon their patience ; for the two 
pioneers were scarce out of sight, when we heard their voices 
ringing together in loud peals of laughter. 

This encouraged us to advance. Where there was so much 
merriment there could be but little danger ; and, without wait- 
ing for the return of the scouts, we rode forwards, directing our 
course by their continued cachinnations. 

An opening brought both of them into view; Weatherford was 
gazing downwards, as if examining some tracks ; while Hickman, 
who saw us coming up, stood with extended arm, pointing 
toward the straggling woods that lay beyond. 

We turned our eyes in the direction indicated. We observed 
a number of half wild, horned cattle, that, startled by the tramp- 
ling of our troops, were scampering off among the trees. 

" Now," cried the hunter, triumphantly ; " thar's yur Indy- 
uns 1 Ain't they a savage consarn ? Ha ! ha I ha 1" 

Every one joined in the laugh except those who had given the 
false alarm. 

" 1 know'd thar war no Indyuns," continued the alligator- 
hunter. "That ain't the way they'll make thar appearance. 
Yull hear 'em afore you sees 'em ; an' jest one word o* device to 
you greenhorns — as don't know a red Indyun from a red cow — 
let somebody as diz know, go in the devance, an' the rest o' ye 
keep well togither ; or I'll stake high on't thet some o' yez '11 
sleep the night 'ithout har on yur heads." 
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All acknowledged that Hickman's advice was sage and sound. 
The hint was taken, and leaving the two old hunters henceforth 
to lead the pursuit, the rest drew more closely together, and fol- 
lowed them along the trail. 

The plan adopted in this instance, was that followed in all well- 
devised tracking parties when in pursuit of an enemy. It matters 
not of what elements the body is composed — be it naval, military 
or civilian — be there present, commodores, generals or gover- 
nors — all yield the pas to some old hunter or scout, who follows 
the trail like a sleuth hound, and whose word is supreme law for 
the nonce. 

It was evident the pursued party could not be far in advance 
of us. This we knew from the hour at which they had been 
seen retreating from the settlement. After my arrival on the 
plantation, no time had been lost — only ten minutes spent in 
preparation — and altogether there was scarce an hour's differ- 
ence between the times of our starting. The fresh trail con- 
firmed the fact — they could not be a league ahead of us, unless 
they had ridden faster than we. This was scarce probable, en* 
cumbered as they were with their black captives, whose larger 
tracks, here and there distinctly perceptible, showed that they 
were marching afoot. Of course, the savage horsemen would 
be detained in getting them forwards ; and in this lay our main 
hope of overtaking them. 

There were but few who feared for the result, should we only 
be able to come up with the enemy. The white men were full 
of wrath and revenge, and this precluded all thoughts of fear. 
Besides, we could tell by their trail that the Indians scarce out- 
numbered us. Not above fifty appeared to constitute the band. 
No doubt they were able warriors, and our equals man to man ; 
but those who had volunteered to assist me were also the 
" true grit" — the best men of the settlement for such a pur- 
pose. 

No one talked of going back. All declared their readiness to 
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Mow the murderers even to the heart of the Indian territory 
— even into the " Cove " itself. 

The devotion of these men cheered me ; and I rode forwards 
with lighter heart — lighter with the prospect of vengeance, 
which I believed to be near. 



CHAPTER LXXVII. 

14 A SPLIT TRAIL." 

It proved not to be so near us as we had anticipated. Press- 
ing forward, as fast as our guides could lift the trail, we followed 
it for ten miles. We had hoped to find revenge at half the dis- 
tance. 

The Indians either knew that we were after them ; or, with 
their wonted wisdom were marching rapidly under the mere 
suspicion of a pursuit. After the committal of such horrid 
atrocities, it was natural for them to suppose they would be pur- 
sued. 

Evidently they were progressing as fast as we — but not faster* 
though the sun was broiling hot, sap still oozed from the boughs 
they had accidentally broken — the mud turned up by their 
horses' hoods, as the guides expressed it, had not yet " crusted 
over/' and the crushed herbage was wet with its own juice and 
still procumbent. 

To the denizen of the city, accustomed to travel from street 
to street by the assistance of sign boards at every corner and 
numbers on every door, it must appear almost incredible that 
the wild savage, or untutored hunter, can, without guide or 
compass, unerringly follow, day after day, the track of some 
equally cunning foe. To the pursuing party every leaf, every 
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twig, every blade of grass is a "sign," and they read them as 
plainly as if the route were laid down upon a map. While the 
pursuing party is thus attentive to detect " sign/' the escaping 
one is as vigilant to avoid leaving any — and many are the devices 
resorted to, to efface the trail. 

" Jest helf a hour ahead/' remarked old Hickman, as he rose 
erect after examining the tracks for the twentieth time — "jest 
helf a hour, dog-darn 'em ! I never knowed red skins to tra- 
vel so fast afore. Thar a streakin' it like a gang o' scared 
bucks, an jest 'bout now thar breech clouts are in a party con- 
sid'able sweat, an some o' thar duds is stannin at an angle tf 
forty-five, I reckon." 

A peal of laughter was the reply to this sally of the guide. 

" Not so loud, fellars ! not so loud," said he, interrupting the 
laughter by an earnest wave of his hand " By jeroozalim 1 tha'll 
hear ye ; an if they do, tha'll be some o' us 'ithout scalps afore 
sundown. For yer lives, boys, keep still as mice — not a word, 
or we'll be heern — tha'r as sharp eared as thar own dogs, and, 
darn me, if I believe thar more'n helf a mile ahead o' us." 

The guide once more bent himself over the trail, and after a 
short reconnoissance of the tracks, repeated his last words with 
more emphasis. 

" No, by — ! not more'n helf a mile — Hush, boys, keep as 
quiet as possums, an' I promise ye we'll tree the varmints in 
less'n a hour. Hush !" 

Obedient to the injunctions, we rode forwards, as silently as it 
was possible for us to proceed on horseback. 

We strove to guide our horses along the softer borders of the 
path to prevent the thumping of their hoofs. No one spoke 
above a whisper ; and even then there was but little conversa- 
tion, as each was earnestly gazing forwards, expecting every 
moment to see the bronzed savages moving before us. 

In this way we proceeded for another half mile, without see- 
ing aught of the enemy except their tracks. 



Digitized 



by Google 



A new object, however, now came in view — the clear sky 
shining through the trunks of the trees. We were all woods- 
men enough to know that this indicated an " opening " in the 
forest. 

Most of my companions expressed pleasure at the sight Wo 
had now been riding a long way through the sombre woods — 
our path often obstructed by slimy and fallen logs, so that a 
slow pace had been unavoidable. They believed that in the 
open ground we should move faster ; and have a better chance 
of sighting the pursued. 

Some of the older heads, and especially the two guides, were 
affected differently by the new appearance. Hickman at once 
gave expression to his chagrin. 

" Cuss the clarin ;' " he exclaimed ; " it are a savanner, an' a 
big 'un, toe— dog-gone the thing — it'll spoil all." 

" How ?" I inquired. 

44 Ye see, Geordy, if thar a'ready across it, they'll leave some 
on t'other side to watch — they'll be sarten to do that, whether 
they know we're arter 'em or not. Wall, what follers ? We 
kin no more cross 'ithout bein' seen, than a carry van 0* kaymils. 
An' what follers that ? Once they've sighted us, in coorse they'll 
know how to git out o' our way; juc^jin from the time we've been 
a travellin' — hey 1 it's darned near sundown ! — I reckon we must 
be clost to thar big swamp. If they spy us a comin' arter, 
they'll make strait enstrut for thar, and then I know what they'll 
do." 

" What V 

" They'll scatter thar ; and ef they do, we might as well go 
sarchin' for bird-nests in snow time." 

44 What should we do P' 

" It are best for the hul o' ye to stop here a bit. Me and Jim 
Weatherford '11 steal for'rad to the edge of the timmer, an' see 
if they're got acrosst the savanner. Ef they are, then we must 
make roun' it the best way we kin, an' take up thar trail on the 
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tother side. Thar's no other chance. If we're seen erossin' the 
open ground, we may jest as well turn tail to 'em, and take the 
back track home agin." 

To the counsel of the alligator-hunter there was no dissenting 
voice. All acknowledged its wisdom, and he was left to carry 
out the design without opposition. 

He and his companion once more dismounted from their 
horses, and, leaving us standing among the trees, advanced 
stealthily towards the edge of the opening. 

It was a considerable time before they came back ; and the 
other men were growing impatient Many believed we were only 
losing time by this tardy reconnoissance, and the Indians would be 
getting further away. Some advised that the pursuit should be 
continued at once, and that, seen or not, we ought to ride 
directly onwards. 

However cousonant with my own feelings— burning as I was 
for a conflict with the murderers — I knew it would not be a pru- 
dent course. The guides were in the right. 

These returned at length, and delivered their report. There 
was a savanna, and the Indians had crossed it. They had got 
into the timber on its opposite side, and neither man nor horse 
was to be seen. They could scarcely have been out of sight, 
before Hickman and Weatherford arrived upon its nearer edge, 
and the former averred that he had seen the tail of one of their 
horses, disappearing among the bushes. 

During their absence, the cunning trackers had learned more. 
From the sign they had gathered another important fact— that 
there was no longer a trail far us to follow ! 

On entering the Savanna the Indians had scattered— the paths 
they had taken across the grassy meadow, were as numerous as 
their horses. As the hunter expressed it, the trail " war split up 
into fifty pieces." The latter had ascertained this by crawling 
out among the long grass, and noting the tracks. 

One in particular had occupied their attention. It was not 
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made by the hoof-prints of horses, though some of these ran 
alongside, but by the feet of men. They were naked feet ; and a 
superficial observer might have fancied that but one pair of them 
had passed over the ground. The skilled trackers, however, 
knew this to be a ruse. The prints were large, and misshapen, 
and too deeply indented in the soil to have been produced by a 
single individual. The long heel, and scarcely convex instep— 
the huge balls, and broad prints of the toes, were all signs that 
the hunters easily understood. They knew that it was the trail 
of the negro captives who had proceeded thus by the direction 
of their captors. 

This unexpected ruse on the part of the retreating savages 
created chagrin, as well as astonishment For the moment all 
felt outwitted — we believed that the enemy was lost — we should 
be cheated of our revenge. Some even talked of the idleness of 
carrying the pursuit further. A few counselled us to go back ; 
and it became necessary to appeal to their hatred of the savage 
foe — with most of them a hereditary passion—and once more to 
invoke their vengeance. 

At this crisis, old Hickman cheered the men with fresh hope. 
I was glad to hear him speak. 

" We can't get at 'em to-night, boys," said he, after much 
talk had been spent; " we dasent cross over this hyarclearin' by 
daylight, an' it's too big to git roun' it. It 'ud take a twenty 
mile ride to circumvent the durned thing. Ne'er a mind 1 Let 
us halt hyar till the dark comes on. Then we kin steal across ; 
an' if me an' Jim Weatherford don't scare up the trail on the 
tother side, then this child never ate allygator. I know they'll 
come thegither agin, an' we'll be like enongh to find the durned 
varments tamped somewhar in a clump. Not seein' us arter 'em 
any more, they'll be feelin' as safe as a bear in a bee tree — an 
that's jest the time to take 'em." 

The plan was adopted ; and, dismounting from our jaded 
horses, we awaited the setting of the sun. 
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There are few situations more trying to the boiling blood and 
pent-up fury of the pursuer — especially if he have bitter cause 
for vengeance — than a " check " in the chase ; the loss of the 
trail of course often involves the escape of the foe, and though 
it may be after a while recovered, yet the delay affords such 
advantage to the enemy, that every moment serves only to 
increase the anxiety and whet the fury of the pursuer. This 
then was my case on the present occasion. While yielding to the 
advice of the hunter, because I knew it to be the best plan under 
the circumstances, I nevertheless could scarce control my impa- 
tience, or submit to the delay — but felt impelled to hurry for- 
ward, and alone and single-handed, if need be, inflict upon the 
**vage miscreants the punishment due to their murderous deeds. 



CHAPTER LXXVin. 

CROSSING THB SAVANNA. 

now suffered the very acme of misery. While riding in hot 
haste along the trail, there was an excitement, almost continuous, 
that precluded the possibility of intense reflection, and kept my 
mind from dwelling too minutely upon the calamity that had 
befallen me. The prospect of retribution, ever appearing nearer 
at hand — at every step nearer — all but cancelled my emotions of 
grief ; and motion itself — knowing it to be forward, and towards 
the object of hatred — had a certain effect in soothing my troubled 
soul. 

Now that the pursuit was suspended, and I was free to reflect 
on the events of the morning, my soul was plunged into the 
deepest misery. My fancy distressed me with dire images 
Before me appeared the corpse of my murdered mother — her 
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arms outstretched, waving me on to vengeance. My sister, too, 
wan, tearful, dishevelled ! dishonored ! 

No wonder that with painful impatience I awaited the going 
down of the sun. I thought I had never seen that grand orb 
sink so slowly. The delay tortured me almost to distrac- 
tion. 

The sun's disc was blood red, from a thick haze that hung over 
the woods. The heavens appeared lowering, and angry — they 
had the hue of my own spirit. 

At length, twilight came on. Short it was — as is usual in 
Southern latitudes — though it appeared long and tardy in pass- 
ing away. Darkness followed, and once more springing to my 
saddle, I found relief in motion. 

Emerging from the timber, we rode out upon the open 
savanna. The two hunters, acting as guides, conducted us across. 
There was no attempt made to follow any of the numerous 
trails. In the darkness, it would have been impossible, but even 
had there been light enough left them, the guides would have 
pursued a different course. 

Hickman's conjecture was, that on reaching the opposite side, 
the marauding party would come together at some rendezvous 
previously agreed upon. The trail of any one, therefore, would 
be sufficient for our purpose, and in all probability would con- 
duct us to their camp. Our only aim, then, was to get across 
the savanna unobserved ; and this the darkness might enable us 
to accomplish. 

Silently as spectres we marched over the open meadow. We 
rode with extreme slowness, lest the hoof-stfokes should be 
heard. Onr tired steeds needed no taming down. The ground 
was favourable — a surface of soft, grassy turf, over which our 
animals glided with noiseless tread. Onr only fears were, that 
they should scent the horses of the Indians, and betray us by 
their neighing. 

Happily our fears proved groundless ; and, after half an hour's 
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silent marching, we reached the other side of the savanna, and 
drew op under the shadowy trees. 

It was scarce possible we could have been observed. If the 
Indians had left spies behind them, the darkness woold have 
concealed us from their view, and we had made no noise by 
which our approach could have been discovered, unless their 
sentinels had been placed at the very point where we reentered 
the woods. We saw no signs of any, and we believed that 
none of the band had lingered behind, and we had not been 
seen. 

We congratulated one another in whispers ; and in like man- 
ner deliberated on our future plans of proceeding. We were 
still in our saddles — with the intention to proceed further. We 
should have dismounted upon the spot, and waited for the light 
of morning to enable us to take up the trail, but circumstances 
forbade this. Our horses were suffering from thirst, and their 
riders were no better off. We had met with no water since 
before noon, and a few hours under the burning skies of Florida 
are sufficient to render thirst intolerable. Whole days in a 
colder climate would scarce have an equal effect 

Both horses and men suffered acutely — we could neither 
sleep nor rest, without relief — water must be sought for, before 
a halt could be made. 

We felt hunger as well, for scarce any provision had been 
made for the long march — but the pangs of this appetite were 
easier to be endured. Water of itself would satisfy us for the 
night, and we resolved to ride forward in search of it 

In this diletdma, the experience of our two guides promised 
relief. They had once made a hunting excursion to the sa- 
vanna we had crossed. It was in the times when the tribes 
were friendly, and white men were permitted to pass freely 
through the "reserve." They remembered a pond, at which, 
upon that occasion, they had made their temporary encampment* 
They believed it was not far distant from the spot where we had 
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arrived. It might be difficult to find in the darkness, but to 
goffer on or search for it were our only alternatives. 

The latter was of course adopted ; and once more allowing 
Hickman and Weatherford to pioneer the way, the rest of us 
rode silently after. 

We moved in single file, each horse guided by the one that 
immediately preceded him ; in the darkness no other mode of 
march could be adopted. Our party was thus strung out into a 
long line, here and there curving according to the sinuosities of 
the path, and gliding like some monstrous serpent among the 
trees. 



CHAPTER LXXIX. 

GROPING AMONG THE TIMBER. 

At intervals the guides were at fault ; and then the whole 
line was forced to halt and remain motionless. Several times 
both Hickman and Weatherford were puzzled as to the direc- 
tion they should take. They had lost the points of the compass, 
and were bewildered. 

Had there been light, they could have recovered this know- 
ledge by observing the bark upon the trees — a craft well known 
to the backwoods hunter — but it was too dark to make such 
an observation. Even amidst the darkness, Hickman alleged he 
could tell north from south by the " feel " of the bark : and 
for this purpose I now saw him groping against the trunks. I 
noticed that he passed from one to another, trying several of 
them, the better to confirm his observations. 

After carrying on these singular manoeuvres for a period of 
several minutes, he turned to his comrade with an exclamation 
that betokened surprise : — 
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" Dog-gone my cats, Jim," said he, speaking in an undertone, 
" these woods are altered since you and I war hyar — what the 
ole scratch kin be the matter wi' 'em ? The bark's all peeled off* 
and thar as dry as punk." 

" 1 was thinkin* they had a kewrious look," replied the other, 
" but I s'posed it was the darkness o' the night." 

" Neer a bit of it — the trees is altered someways, since we 
war hyar afore ! They are broom pines — that I recollect well 
enough — let's git a bunch o'the leaves, and see how they 
looks." 

Saying this, he reached his hand upwards, and plucked one 
of the long fascicles that drooped overhead. 

" Ugh !" continued he, crushing the needles between his 
fingers, " I see how it are now. The darnationed moths has 
been at 'em — the trees are dead. 

" D'yer think thar all dead V he inquired after a pause, and 
then advancing a little, he proceeded to examine some others. 

" Dead as durnation 1 — every tree o* 'em — wal I we must go 
by guess-work — thar's no help for it, boys. Ole Hick kin guide 
you no fairer. I'm dead beat, and know no more 'bout the 
direkshun o' that ere pond, than the greenest greenhorn among 
ye." 

This acknowledgment produced no very pleasant effect. 
Thirst was torturing all those who heard it. Hitherto, trusting 
that the skill of the hunters would enable them to find water, 
they had sustained it with a degree of patience. It was now 
felt more acutely than ever. 

"Stay," said Hickman, after a few moments had elapsed. 
" All's not lost that's in danger. If I arn't able to guide ye 
to the pond, I reckon I've got a critter as kin. Kin you, ole 
hoss?" he continued, addressing himself to the animal' he 
bestrode — a wiry old jade that Hickman had long been master 
of—" kin you find the water ? Gee up, ole beeswax ! and let's 
see if you kin." 



Digitized 



by Google 



GROPING AMONG THE TIMBER. 377 

Giving his " critter " a kick in the ribs, and at the same 
time fall freedom of the bridle, he once more started forwards 
among the trees. 

We all followed as before, building fresh hopes upon the 
instinct of the animal 

- Surely the pride of man ought to be somewhat abased, when 
he reflects, that he, " the lord of the creation," is oftentimes 
Med in attempts which, by the mere instincts of the lower ani- 
mals, are of easy accomplishment. What a lesson of humility 
this ought to teach to the wanton and cruel oppressor of those 
noble animals, whose strength, and instinct, and endurance, are 
all made subservient to his comfort. It is in the hour of danger 
and peril alone, that man realizes his dependence upon agencies 
other than his own lordly will. 

We had not proceeded far, when it became known that 
Hickman's horse had got scent of the water. His owner alleged 
that he "smelt" it, and the latter knew this, as well as if it 
had been one of his hounds taking up the trail of a deer. 

The horse actually exhibited signs of such an intelligence. 
His muzzle was protruded forwards, and now and then he was 
heard to sniff the air ; while, at the same time, he walked for- 
ward in a direct line — as if making for some object. Surely he 
was heading for water. Such was the belief. 

It produced a cheering effect, and the men were now ad- 
vancing in better spirits, when, to their surprise, Hickman sud- 
denly drew up, and halted the line I rode forward to him to 
inquire the cause. I found him silent and apparently reflective. 

" Why have you stopped ?" I inquired. 

u You must all o' ye wait here a bit." 

" Why must we 7" demanded several, who had pressed along 
side. 

" Taint safe for us to go forrad this way ; I've got a idea 
that them red skins is by the pond — they've camped there for 
sartiu — it's the only water that is about hyar ; and its devilitch 
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like that thar they've rendevoozed an' camped. If that be 
the case, an' we ride forrad in this fashion, they'll hear us a'comin' 
an' be off agin into the bashes, whar we'll see no more o' them. 
Aint that like enough, fellers ?" 

This interrogatory was answered in the affirmative. 

" Wal then," continued the guide ; " better for yous all to stay 
hyar, while me and Jim Weatherford goes forrad to see if the 
Indyuns is thar. We kin find the pond now. I know whar it 
lies by the direkshun the hoss war taken. It aint for off. If 
the red skins aint thar, we'll soon be back, an' then ye kin all 
come on as fast as ye like." 

This prudent course was willingly agreed to 9 and the two 
hunters, once more dismounting, stole forwards afoot. They made 
no objection to my going along with them. My misfortunes 
gave me a claim to be their leader ; and, leaving my bridle in 
the hands of one of my companions, I accompanied the guides 
upon their' errand. 

We walked with noiseless tread. The ground was thickly 
covered with the long needles of the pine, forming a soft bed, 
upon which the footstep made no sound. There was little or 
no underwood, and this enabled us to advance with rapidity, 
and in a few minutes we were a long way from the party we 
had left behind. 

Our only care was about keeping the right direction, and this 
we had almost lost — or believed so — when, to our astonishment 
we beheld a light shining through the trees. It was the gleam 
of a fire that appeared to be blazing freely. Hickman at once 
pronounced it the camp-fire of the Indians. 

At first we thought of returning, and bringing on our com- 
rades to the attack ; but upon reflection, we determined to 
approach nearer the fire, and make certain whether it was the 
enemy's camp. 

We advanced no longer in erect attitudes ; but crawling upon 
our hands and knees. Wherever the glare penetrated the 
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woods, we avoided it, and kept under the shadow of the tree- 
trunks. The fire burned in the midst of an opening. The hunt- 
ers remembered that the pond was so placed ; and now observ- 
ing the sheen of water, we knew it must be the same. 

We drew nearer and nearer, until it was no longer safe to 
advance. We were close to the edge of the timber that con- 
cealed us. We could see the whole surface of the open ground. 
There were horses picketed over it, and dark forms recumbent 
under the fire light. They were murderers asleep. 

Close to the fire, one was seated upon a saddle. He appeared 
to be awake, though his head was drooped to the level of his 
knees. The blaze was shining upon this man's face ; and both his 
features and complexion might have been seen, but for the inter* 
position of paint and plumes. 

The face appeared of a crimson red, and three black ostrich 
feathers, bending over the brow, hung straggling down his cheeks. 
These plumed symbols produced painful recognition. I knew 
that it was the head-dress of Osceola. 

I looked further. Several groups were beyond — in fact, the 
whole open space was crowded with prostrate human forms. 

There was one group, however, that fixed my attention. It 
consisted of three or four individuals, seated or reclining along 
the grass. They were in shade, and from our position, their 
features could not be recognized ; but their white dresses, and 
the outlines of their forms, soft even in the obscurity of the 
shadow, told that they were females. 

Two of them were side by side, a little apart from the others; 
one appeared to be supporting the other, whose head rested in 
her lap. • 

With emotions fearfully vivid, I gazed on these two forms. 
I had no doubt they were Viola and my sister. 
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CHAPTER LXXX. 

SIGNAL SHOTS. 

I shall not attempt to depict my emotions at that moment. 
My pen is unequal to the task. Think of my situation, and 
fancy them if you can. 

Behind me, a mother murdered and basely mutilated — a near 
relative slain in like fashion — my home — my whole property 
given to the flames. Before me, a sister torn from the maternal 
embrace — borne ruthlessly along by savage captors — perhaps 
defiled by their fiendish leader. And he, too, before my ejes— 
the false, perfidious friend, the ravisher — the murderer ! Had I 
not cue for indulging in the wildest emotions ? 

Aud wild they were — each moment growing wilder, as I 
gazed upon the object of my vengeance. They were fast rising 
beyond my control. My muscles seemed to swell with renewed 
rage — the blood coursed through my veins like streams of liquid 
fire. 

I almost forgot the situation in which we were. But one 
thought was in my mind — vengeance. Its object was before me 
— unconscious of my presence as if he had been asleep — almost 
within reach of my hand ; perfectly within range of my 
rifle. 

I raised the piece to the level of those drooping plumes. I 
sighted their tips — t knew that the eyes were underneath them 
— my finger rested against the trigger. 

In another instant, that form — in my eyes, hitherto heroic — 
would have been lifeless upon the grass ; but my comrades for- 
bade the act. 

With a quick instinct, Hickman grasped the lock ef my gun. 
Covering the nipple with his broad palm ; while Weatherford 
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clutched at and held the barrel. I was no longer master of the 
piece. * 

I was angry at the interruption, but only for an instant. A 
moment's reflection convinced me they had acted right. The 
old hunter, putting his lips close to my ear, addressed me in an 
earnest whisper : 

" Not yit, Gordie, not yit ; for your life, don't make a fuss ! 
Twould be no use to kill Aim. The rest o' the varmints ud be 
sartin to git off, and sartin to toat the weemen along wi' 'em. 
We three aint enough to stop 'em — we'd only get scalped our- 
selves. We must slide back for the others ; an' then we'll be 
able to surround 'em — that's the idea, aint it, Jim ?" 

Weatherford, fearing to trust his voice, nodded an affir- 
mative. 

" Come, then," added Hickman, in the same low whisper, " we 
musn't lose a minute ; let's get back as rapidly as possible. 
Keep your backs low down — genteely, genteely f and as he con- 
tinued giving these injunctions, he faced towards the ground, 
extended his body to its full length, and, crawling off like an 
alligator, was soon lost behind the trunks of the trees. 

Weatherford and I followed in similar fashion, until safe 
beyond the circle of the fire-light, when all three of us came to a 
stop, and arose erect to our feet. 

We stood for a moment listening backwards. We were not 
without anxiety lest oar retreat might have disturbed the camp ; 
but no sounds reached us save those to which we had been listen- 
ing — the snore of some sleeping savage, the " crop-crop " of the 
browsing horses, or the stamp of a hoof upon the firm turf. 

Satisfied that we had passed away unobserved, we started 
upon the back-track, which the hunters could now follow like a 
path well known to them. 

We advanced, dark as it was, almost in a run ; and were pro- 
gressing rapidly, when our speed was suddenly checked by the 
report of a gun. 
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Each halted as if shot. Surprise it was that stopped us ; for 
the report came not #om the Indian camp, but the opposite 
direction — that in which our party had been left. 

But it could not be one of them who had fired. They were at too 
great a distance for their guns to have been heard 60 distinctly. 
Had they advanced nearer, tired of waiting for our return ? 
Were they still advancing ? If so, the shot was most imprudent; 
it would be certain to put the camp on the qui vivc What had 
they fired at ? It might have been an accidental discharge — it 
must have been. 

These conjectures were rapid as thought itself. We did not 
communicate them to one another ; each fancied them for 
himself. 

We had scarce time even to speak, when a second shot rang 
in our cars. It came from the same direction as the former, 
appearing almost a repetition ; and had there been time to re- 
load, we should so have judged it ; but there had not been time, 
even for the most accomplished rifleman. Two guns, therefore, 
had been fired. 

My companions were puzzled as well as myself. The firing 
was inexplicable under any other hypothesis than that some 
Indians had strayed from their camp and were making signals of 
distress. 

We had no time to reflect. We could now hear behind us 
the camp in full alarm, and we knew it was the shots that had 
caused it. We heard the shouts of men, the neighing and hur- 
ried trampling of horses. , 

Without pausing longer, we again hurried onwards in the 
direction of our friends. 

Further on we perceived some men on horseback. Two there 
appeared to be ; but in the darkness we were not certain, as 
their forms were scarce distinguishable. 

They appeared to retreat as we approached, gliding off, like 
ghosts, among the trees. 
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No doubt these were they who had fired the shots. They 
were just in the direction whence the rejfrts had come, and at 
the proper distance. 

Were they Indians or whites ? Hoping they were oar friends, 
risking the chances of their being our foes, Old Hickman hailed 
them. 

We paused to listen. There was no reply, not even an excla- 
mation from either. We could hear, by the hoof-strokes of their 
horses, that they were hurrying off in a direction altogether dif- 
ferent from either our party or the camp. 

There was something mysterious in the behaviour of these 
horsemen. For what purpose had they fired their guns ? If to 
signal the camp, why had they retreated from us, as we came 
from it ? Why, moreover, had they gone off in a direction that 
did not lead to it ? for its position "was now known to them by 
the noise of the alarm they had themselves occasioned. To me 
their behaviour was inexplicable. Hickman appeared to have 
found some clue to it, and the knowledge seemed to have a 
singular effect upon him. He exhibited signs of surprise, min- 
gled with strong feelings of indignation. 

" Devil swamp 'em ! the wuthless skunks, if 't are them, an' 
Fm good as sure it are. I can't a be mistaken in the crack o' 
them two guns. What say ye, Jim Weatherford ? Di ye recog- 
nize 'em?" 

" I war thinkin' I'd heern them afore somewhars, but I can't 
'zactly tell whar — stay ; one on 'em 's precious like the ring o* 
Ned Spence's rifle." 

" Preecious like — it are the same; and t'other's Bill Williams's. 
What on airth kin the two be arter ? We left 'em long wi' 
the rest, and hyar they are now — I'm sartrat it's them, gallivan- 
tin J about through the woods, an' firin' off their guns to spoil 
everything we've done. They've sot the Indyuns off to a sar- 
tinty. Devil swamp 'em both ! — what kin they be arter ? — 
some hellnifferous game, I 'spect! By the tarnal catawampus, 
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I'll make both on 'em pay for this when we git thegither I Gome 
along, quick, fellers !0Let'a git the party up, or we'll be too 
late. Them Indyuns '11 make track, and slope afore we git near 
'em. Darn the shots ! theyv'e spoilt the hall bizness. Quick 1 
come along hyar!" 

Obedient to the old hunter's directions, we harried on after 
him. 



CHAPTER LXXXI. 

AN EMPTY CAMP. 

We had not gone far before we came within ear-shot of voices, 
mingled with the hollow thumping of horses' hoofs. 

We recognized the voices as those of our comrades, and 
hailed them as they came nearer, for we perceived that thej 
were advancing towards us. 

They had heard the reports ; and, believing them to proceed 
from our rifles, had fancied we were engaged with the Indians, 
and were now riding forwards to our aid. 

" Hollow, boys!"- shouted Hickman, as they drew nearer. " Is 
Bill Williams and Ned Spence among ye ? Speak out, if ye be \ n 

There was no reply to this interrogatory. It was succeeded 
by a dead silence of some seconds' duration. Evidently the 
two men were not there, else they would have answered for 
themselves. 

41 Where are they V " Where have they gone to ?" were the 
inquiries that passed through the crowd. 

"Aye, whar are theyP' repeated Hickman. "Thar not 
hyar, that's plain. By the 'tarnal allygator, thar's some ugly 
game afoot atween them two fellers I But, come, boys, we must 
forrad. The Indyuns is jest afore ye : it's no use creepin' any 
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more. Thar a gwine to slope ; and if we don't git op to 'em in 
three shakes o' a squirrel's tail, thar w£t be a cussed varmint o 9 
'em on the groan 1 . Hooraw for red-skins' scalps ! Look to your 
gnus. Let's forrad, and gie 'em partickler hell 1" 

And with this emphatic utterance, the old hnnter dashed into 
the front, and led the way towards the camp of the savages. 

The men followed, helter-skelter, the horses crowding upon each 
other's heels. No strategic method was observed. Time was 
the important consideration, and the aim was to get op to the 
camp before the Indians could retreat from it A bold charge 
into their midst, a volley from our guns, and then with knives 
and pistols to close the conflict This was the programme thai 
had been hastily agreed opon. 

We had arrived near the camp — within three hundred yards 
of it There was no uncertainty as to the direction. The voices 
of the savages, that continued to be heard ever since the first 
alarm, served to guide us on the way. 

All at once these voices became hushed. No longer reached 
us, either the shouting of the men, or the hurried trampling of 
their horses. In the direction of the camp all was still as 
death. 
• But we no longer needed the guidance of sounds. We were 
within eight of the camp fires — or at least of their light, that 
glittered afar among the trees. With this as our beacon, we 
continued to advance. 

We rode forwards, but now less recklessly. The change from 
confused noise to perfect silence had been so sudden and abrupt 
as to have the effect of making us more cautious. The very still- 
ness appeared ominous — we read in it a warning — it rendered us 
suspicious of an ambuscade — the more so as all had heard of the 
great talent of the " Red-stick Chief for this very mode of 
attack. 

When within a hundred yards of the fires, our party halted. 
Several dismounted, and advanced on foot. They glided from 

17 
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trunk to trunk till they had reached the edge of the opening, 
and then came back to np>rt. 

The camp was no longer in existence— its occupants were 
gone. Indians, horses, captives, plunder, had all disappeared 
from the ground ! 

The fires alone remained. They showed evidence of being dis- 
turbed in the confusion of the hasty decampment. The red em- 
bers were strewed over the grass — their last flames faintly flick- 
ering away. 

The scouts continued to advance among the trees, till they had 
made the full circuit of the little opening. For a hundred yards 
around it the woods were searched with caution and ease ; but 
no enemy was encountered — no ambuscade. We had arrived too 
late, and the savage foes had escaped us — had carried off their 
captives from under our very eyes. 

It was impossible to follow them in th£ darkness ; and, with 
mortified spirits, we advanced into the opening, and took posses- 
sion of the deserted camp. It was our determination to remain 
there for the rest of the night, and renew the pursuit in the morn- 
ing. 

Our first care was to quench our thirst by the pond — then that 
of our animals. The fires were next extinguished, and a ring of 
sentries — consisting of nearly half the number of our party — was 
placed among the tree-trunks, that stood thickly around the 
opening. The horses were staked over the ground, and the men 
stretched themselves along the sward so lately occupied by the 
bodies of their savage foes. In this wise we awaited the dawning 
of day. 

To none of our party — not even to myself — was this escape of 
the enemy, or " circumvention," as he termed it, so mortifying as 
to old Hickman, who, though priding himself upon his superior 
cunning and woodcraft, was obliged to confess himself outwitted 
by a rascally Redstick. 
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CHAPTER LXXXH 

A DEAD FOREST. 

Mr comrades, wearied with the long ride, were soon in deep 
slumber — the sentries only keeping awake. For me, was neither 
rest nor sleep — my misery forbade repose. 

Most of the night I spent in passing to and fro aronnd the lit- 
tle pond, that lay faintly gleaming in the centre of the open 
ground. 

I fancied I found relief in thus roving about; it seemed to still 
the agitation of my spirit, and prevented my reflections from be- 
coming too intense. 

A new regret occupied my thoughts — I regretted that I had not 
carried out my intention to fire at the chief of the murderers — I 
regretted I had not killed him on the spot — the monster had es- 
caped, and my sister was still in his power — perhaps beyond the 
hope of rescue. As I thonght thus, I blamed the hunters for 
having hindered me. 

Had they foreseen the result, they might have acted other- 
wise ; but it was beyond human foresight to have anticipated 
the alarm. 

The two men who had caused it were again with us. Their 
conduct, so singular and mysterious, had given rise to strong sus- 
picion of their loyalty, and their re-appearance — they had joined us 
while advancing towards the camp — had been hailed with an out- 
burst of angry menace. Some even talked of shooting them out 
of their saddles, and this threat would most probably have been 
carried into effect, had the fellows not offered a ready explana- 
tion. 

They alleged that they had got separated from the troop be- 
fore it made its last halt, how they did not say ; that they knew 
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nothing of the advance of the scouts, or that the Indians were 
near ; that they had gotPlost in the woods, and had fired their 
gnns as signals in hopes that we should answer them. They 
acknowledged having met three men afoot, bnt they believed them 
to be Indians, and kept out of their way ; that afterwards seeing 
the party near, they had recognized and ridden np to it. 

Most of the men were contented with this explanation. What 
motive, reasoned they, could the two have in giving an alarm to 
the enemy ? Who could suspect them of rank treason ? 

Not all, however, were satisfied ; I heard old Hickman whis- 
per some strange words to his comrade, as he glanced significant- 
ly towards the estrays. 

" Keep yur eye skinned, Jim, and watch the skunks well ; 
thar's somethin' not noisome about 'em." 

As there was no one who could openly accuse them, they were 
once more admitted in£o the ranks, and were now among those 
who were stretched out and sleeping. 

They lay close to the edge of the water. In my rounds, I passed 
them repeatedly ; and in the sombre darkness, I could just dis- 
tinguish their prostrate forms. I regarded them with strange 
emotions, for I shared the suspicions of Hickman and Weather- 
ford. I could scarce doubt that these fellows had strayed off on 
purpose — that, actuated by some foul motive, they had fired their 
guns to warn the Indians of the approach of our party. 

After midnight there was a moon. There were no clouds to 
intercept her beams, and on rising above the tree-tops, she 
poured down a flood of brilliant light. 

The sleepers were awakened by the sudden change ; some rose 
to their feet, believing it to be day. ^ It was only upon glancing 
up to the heavens they became aware of their mistake. 

The noise had put every one on the alert, and some talked of 
continuing the pursuit by the light of the moon. 

Such a course would have coincided with my own wishes ; but 
the hunter-guides opposed it Their reasons were just In open 
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ground they could have lifted the trail, but under the timber the 
moon's light would not have availed them. 

They could have tracked by torch-light, but this would only 
be to expose us to an ambuscade of the enemy. Even to ad- 
vance by moonlight would be to subject ourselves to a like dan- 
ger. Circumstances had changed. The savages now knew we 
were after them. In a night-march the pursued have the advan- 
tage of the pursuers — even though their numbers be inferior. 
The darkness gives them every facility of effecting a sur- 
prise. 

Thus reasoned the guides. No one made opposition to their 
views, and it was agreed that we should keep our ground till 
daylight 

It was time to change the sentinels. Those who had slept now 
took post, and the relieved guard came in and flung themselves 
down, to snatch a few hours of rest. 

Williams and Spence took their turn with the rest. They 
were posted on one side the glade, and next to one another 
Hickman and Weatherford had fulfilled their guard tour. 

As they stretched themselves along the grass, I noticed that 
they had chosen a spot near to where the suspected men were 
placed. By the moonlight, they must have had a view of the 
latter. 

Notwithstanding their recumbent attitudes, the hunters did 
not appear to go to sleep. I observed them at intervals. Their 
heads were close together, and slightly raised above the ground, 
as if they were whispering to one another. 

As before, I walked round and round — the moonlight enabling 
me to move more rapidly. Ofttimes did I make the circuit of 
the little pond — how oft, it would be difficult to determine. 

My steps were mechanical — my thoughts had no connection 
with the physical exertions I was making, and I took no note of 
how I progressed. 

After a time there came a lull over my spirits. For a short 
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interval both my griefe and vengeful passions seemed to have 
departed. 

I knew the cause. It was a mere psychological phenomenon — 
one of common occurrence. The nerves that were organs of the 
peculiar emotious under which I had been suffering, had grown 
wearied and refused to act. I knew it was but a temporary 
calm — the lull between two billows of the storm. 

During its continuance, I was sensible to impressions from ex- 
ternal objects. I could not help noticing the singularity of the 
scene around me. The bright moonlight enabled me to note its 
features somewhat minutely. 

We were encamped upon what, by backwoodsmen, is techni- 
cally termed a gfiida — oftener, in their idiom, a " gleed n — a small 
opening in the woods, without timber or trees of any sort. This 
one was circular — about fifty yards in diameter — with the pecu- 
liarity of having a pond in its midst. The pond, which was only 
a few yards in circumference, was also a circle, perfectly concen- 
tric with the glade itself. It was one of those singular natural 
basins found throughout the peninsula, and appearing as if 
scooped out by mechanic art. It was deeply sunk in the earth, 
and filled with water till within three feet of its rim. The 
liquid was cool and clear, and under the moonbeams shone with 
a silvery effulgence. 

Of the glade itself nothing more — except that it was covered 
with sweet-smelling flowers, that now, crushed under the hoofs 
of horses and the heels of man, gave forth a redoubled fragrance. 

The picture was pretty. 

Under happier circumstances, I should have contemplated it 
with pleasure. But it was not the picture that so much occu- 
pied my attention at that moment. Rather was it the framing. 

Around the glade stood a ring of tall trees, as regular as if 
they had been planted ; and beyond these, as far as the eye 
could penetrate the depths of the forest, were others of like size 
and aspect. The trunks of all were nearly of one thickness — 
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few of them reaching a diameter of two feet, but all rising to the 
height of many yards, without leaf or branch. They stood some- 
what densely over the ground, bat in daylight the eye might 
have ranged to a considerable distance through the intervals, for 
there was no underwood — save the low dwarf palmetto — to in- 
terrupt the view.. They were straight, and almost cylindrical as 
palms ; and they might have been mistaken for trees of this 
order, had it not been for their large heads of leaves terminating 
in cone-shaped summits. 

They were not palms — they were pines — " broom n pines,* a 
species of trees with which I was perfectly familiar, having rid* 
den many hundreds of miles Shaded by the pendant fascicles of 
their acicular foliage. 

The sight of these trees, therefore, would have created no 
curiosity, had I not noticed in their appearance something pecu- 
liar. Instead of the deep green which should have been exhibited 
by their long, drooping leaves, they appeared of a brownish 
yellow. 

Was it fancy ? or was it the deceptive light of the moon that 
caused this apparent change from their natural hue ? 

One or the other, soliloquized I, on first noticing them ; but 
as I continued to gaze, I perceived that I was in error. Neither 
my own fancy nor the moon's rays were at fault ; the foliage was 
really of the colour it appeared to be. Drawing nearer to them, 
I observed that the leaves were withered, though still adhering 
to the twigs. I noticed, moreover, that the trunks were dry and 
dead-like — the bark scaled or scaling off — that the trees, in 
short, were dead and decaying. 

I remembered what Hickman had stated while groping for 
the direction. That was at some distance off ; but, as far as I 
could see, the woods presented the same dim colour. 

I came to the conclusion that the whole forest was dead. 

• PffHM Australia 
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The inference was correct, and the explanation easy. The 
sphinx * had been at work. The whole forest was dead. 



CHAPTER LXXXIII. 

A CIRCULAR CONFLICT. 

Strange as it may seem, even in that hour these observations 
had interested me ; but while making them I observed something 
that gratified me still more. It was the bine dawn that, min- 
gling with the yellower light of the moon, affected the hne of the 
foliage upon which I had been gazing. Morning was about to 
break. 

Others had noticed it at the same instant, and already the 
sleepers were rising from their dewy couch, and looking to the 
girths of their saddles. 

We were a hungry band ; but there was no hope of breakfast, 
and we prepared to start without it. 

The dawn was of only a few minutes' duration, and, as the 
sky continued to brighten, preparations were made for the start. 
The sentries were called in — all except four, who were prudently 
left to the last minute, to watch in four different directions. 
The horses were unpicketed and bridled — they had worn their 
saddles all night — and the guns of the party were carefully re- 
primed or capped. 

Many of my comrades were old campaigners, and every pre- 
caution was taken that might influence our success in a conflict. 

It was expected that before noon we should come up with the 

• BpMmm oontyirarwm. Immense swarms of Insects, and especially the larra of the 
•bore species, Insinuate themselves under the bark of the " long-leafed " (broom) pine, 
attack the trunk, and cause the tree to perish in the course of a year. Extenslre tracts 
are met with in Florida corered solely with dead pines that hare been thus destroyed. 
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savages, or track them home to their lair. In either case, wo 
should hare a fight, and all declared their determination to go 
forwards. 

Some minutes were spent in arranging the order of our march. 
It was deemed prudent that a few of the more skilled of the 
men should go forwards as scouts on foot, and thoroughly explore 
the woods before the advance of the main body. This would 
secure us from any sudden attack, in case the enemy had formed 
an ambuscade. The old hunters were once more to act as 
trackers, and lead the van. 

These arrangements were completed, and we were on the point 
of starting — the men had mounted their horses, the scouts were 
already entering the edge of the timber, when, all on a sudden, 
several shots were heard, and at the same time, the alarm-cries 
of the sentries who had fired them. The four had discharged 
their pieces almost simultaneously. 

The woods appeared to riug with a hundred echoes. But 
they were not echoes — they were real reports of rifles and mus- 
ketry ; and the shrill war-cry that accompanied them was easily 
distinguished above the shouting of our own sentries. The 
Indians were upon us. 

Upon us, or, to speak less figuratively, arownd us. The sen- 
tries had fired all at once, therefore, each must have seen In- 
dians in his own direction. But it needed not this to guide us 
to the conclusion that we were surrounded. From all sides 
came the fierce yells of the foe — as if echoing one another — and 
their bullets whistled past us in different directions. Beyond 
doubt, the glade was encompassed within their lines. 

In the first volley two or three men were hit, and as many 
horses. But the balls were spent and did but little damage. 

From where they had fired, the glade was beyond the " carry" 
of their guns. Had they crept a little nearer, before delivering 
their fire, the execution would have been fearful — clumped to- 
gether as we were at the moment 

11* 
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Fortunately, our sentries had perceived their approach, and 
in good time given the alarm. 

It had saved as. 

There was a momentary confusion, with noise — the shouting 
of men — the neighing and prancing of horses ; bat above the 
din was heard the guiding voice of old Hickman. 

" Off o' yer horses, fellers I an' take to the trees — down wi' 
ye, quick ! To the trees, an' keep 'em back ! or by the tarnal 
arthquake, every mother's son o' as '11 git scalped 1 To the 
trees ! to the trees 1" 

The same idea had already suggested itself to others ; and 
before the hunter had ceased calling oat, the men were oat of 
their saddles and making for the edge of the timber. 

'Some ran to one side, some to another — each choosing the 
edge that was nearest him, and in a few seconds oar whole 
party had ensconced itself— the body of each individual sheltered 
behind the trunk of a tree. In this position we formed a per- 
fect circle, our backs turned upon each other, and our faces to 
the foe. 

Oar horses, thus hurriedly abandoned, and wild with the ex- 
citement of the attack, galloped madly over the ground, with 
trailing bridles, and stirrups strikiug against their flanks. 
Most of them dashed past us ; and, scampering off, were either 
caught by the savages, or breaking through their lines, escaped 
into the woods beyond. 

We made no attempt to "head" them. The ballets were 
hurtling past oar ears. It would have been certain death to 
have stepped aside from the trunks that sheltered us. 

The advantage of the position we had gained was apparent 
at a single glance. Fortunate it was, that our sentries had 
been so tardily relieved. Had these been called in a moment 
sooner, the surprise would have been complete. The Indians 
would have advanced to the very edge of the glade, before 
uttering their war-cry or firing a shot, and we should have been 
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at their mercy. They would have been under cover of the 
timber, and perfectly protected from our guns, while we in the 
open ground must have fallen before their fire. 

But for the well-timed alarm, they might have massacred us 
at will. 

Disposed as we now were, our antagonists had not much ad- 
vantage. The trunks of the trees entrenched us both. Only 
the concave side of our line was exposed, and the enemy might 
fire at it across the opening. But as the glade was fifty yards in 
diameter, and at no point had we permitted the Indians to get 
up to its edge, we knew that their bullets could not carry 
across ; and were under no apprehension on this score. 

The manoeuvre, improvised though it was, had proved our 
salvation. We now saw it was the only thing we could have 
done to save ourselves from immediate destruction. Fortunate 
it was that the voice of Hickman had hurried us so quickly to 
our posts. 

Our men were not slow in returning the enemy's fire. Al- 
ready their pieces were at play ; and every now and then was 
heard the sharp whip-like " spang " of the rifles around the 
circle of the glade. At intervals, too, came a triumphant cheer, 
as some savage, who had tod rashly exposed his red body, was 
known to have fallen to the shot. 

Again the voice of the old hunter rang over the glade. Cool, 
calm, and clear, it was heard by every one. 

" Mind yer hind sights, boys ! an' shoot sure. Don't waste 
neer a grain c^ yer powder. Y^Il need the hul on't, afore we've 
done wi' the cussed niggers. Don't a one o' ye pull trigger till 
ye've drawed a bead on a red skin." 

These injunctions were full of significance. Hitherto the 
younger "hands" had been firing somewhdt recklessly — dis- 
charging their pieces as soon as loaded, and only wounding the 
trunks of the trees. It was to stay this proceeding that Hick* 
man had spoken. 
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His words produced the desired effect. The reports became 
less frequent, bat the triumphant cheer that betokened a " bit," 
was heard as often as ever. In a few minutes after the first 
burst of the battle, the conflict had assumed altogether a new 
aspect. The wild yells uttered by the Indians in their first on- 
slaught — intended to frighten us into confusion — were no longer 
heard ; and the shouts of the white men had also ceased. Only 
now and then were heard the deep " hurrah " of triumph, or a 
word spoken by some of our party to give encouragement to his 
comrades. At long intervals only rang out the " yo-ho-ebee," 
ottered by some warrior chief to stimulate his braves to the attack. 

The shots were no longer in volleys, but single, or two or three 
at a time. Every shot was fired with an aim ; and it was only 
when that aim proved true, or he who fired it believed it so, 
that voices broke out on either side. Each individual was too 
much occupied in looking for an object for his aim, to waste 
time in idle words or shouts. Perhaps in the whole history of 
war, there is no account of a conflict so quietly carried on — no 
battle so silently fought. In the interludes between the shots 
there were moments when the stillness was intense — moments 
of perfect but ominous silence. 

Neither was battle ever fought, in which both sides were so 
oddly arrayed against each other. We were disposed in two 
concentric circles — the outer one formed by the enemy, the 
inner, by the men of our party, deployed almost regularly around 
the glade. These circles were scarce forty paces apart — at some 
points perhaps a little less, where a few of the more daring war- 
riors, sheltered by the trees, had worked themselves closer to 
our line. Never was battle fought where the contending parties 
were so near each other without closing in hand-to-hand conflict. 
We could have conversed with our antagonists, without raising 
our voices above the ordinary tone ; and were enabled to aim ft 
literally, at the " whites of their eyes." 

Under such circumstances was the contest carried on. 
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CHAPTER LXXXIV. 

A DEAD SHOT BT JAKE. 

For fall two boars this singular conflict was continued, with- 
out any material change in the disposition of the combatants. 
Now and then an odd man might be seen darting from tree to 
tree, with a velocity as if projected from a howitzer — his object 
either to find a trunk that would afford better cover to his own 
body, or a point that would uncover the body— or a portion of 
it — of some marked antagonist. 

The trunks were barely thick enough to screen as ; some kepi 
on their feet, taking the precaution to make themselves as 
" small " as possible, by standing rigidly erect, and keeping their 
bodies carefully aligned. Others, perceiving that the pines 
" bulged " a little at the roots, had thrown themselves flat upon 
their faces, and in this attitude continued to load and fire. 

The sun was long since ascending the heavens — for it had 
been near sunrise when the conflict began. There was no ob- 
scurity to hide either party from the view of the other, though 
in this the Indians had a slight advantage on account of the 
opening in our rear. But even in the depth of the forest there 
was light enough for our purpose. Many of the dead fascicles 
bad fallen — the ground was deeply bedded with them — and those 
that still drooped overhead formed bnt a gauzy screen against 
the brilliant beams of the sun. There was light sufficient to en- 
able our marksmen to " sight " any object as large as a dollar 
piece, that chanced to be within range of their rifles. A hand — 
a portion of an arm — a leg badly aligned — a jaw bone project- 
ing outside the bark — a pair of shoulders too brawny for the 
trunk that should have concealed them — even the outstanding 
skirt of a dress, was sure to draw a shot — perhaps two — from 
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one side or the other. A man to have exposed his full face for 
ten seconds would have been almost certain of receiving a ballet 
through bis skull, for on both sides there were sharpshooters. 

Thus two hours had passed, and without any great injury re- 
ceived or inflicted by either party. There were some " casual- 
ties," however, and every now and then a fresh incident added 
to the number, and kept up the hostile excitement. We had 
several wounded — one or two severely — and one man killed. 
The latter was a favourite with our men, and his death strength- 
ened their desire for vengeance. 

The Indian loss must have been greater. We had seen seve- 
ral fall to our shots. In our party were some of the best marks- 
men in Florida. Hickman was heard to declare he " had drawed 
a bead upon three, and wherare he drawed his bead he was dog- 
goned sartin to put his bullet." Weatherford had shot his man, 
killing him on the spot. This was beyond conjecture, for the 
dead body of the savage could be seen lying between two trees 
where it had fallen. His comrades feared that in dragging it 
away, they might expose themselves to that terrible rifle. 

The Indians had not yet learned that refinement of civilized 
warriors, who seek from their opponents a temporary truce in 
which to pay an empty compliment to the dead, while with con- 
ning eye and wary step they seize the opportunity to scrutinize 
where to make the most effectual onslaught upon the living. 

After a time, the Indians began to practise a chapter of tac- 
tics, which proved that in this mode of warfare they were our 
superiors. Instead of one, two of them would place themselves 
behind a tree, or two trees that stood close together, and as soon 
as one fired, the other was ready to take aim. Of course, the 
man at whom the first shot had been discharged, fancying his 
vis&vis now carried an empty gun, would be less careful about 
his person, and likely enough to expose it. 

This proved to be the case, for before the bit of craft was dis- 
covered, several of our men received wounds, and one man of 
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our number was shot dead by his tree. This rose freshly exas- 
perated oar men — the more so that they could not reciprocate 
the strategy, since our numbers were not sufficient to have taken 
post by " twos." It would have thinned our line so that we 
could not have defended the position. 

We were compelled, therefore, to remain as we were — more 
careful not to expose ourselves to the canning " fence " of oar 
enemies. 

There was one case, however, in which the savages were paid 
back in their own coin. Black Jake and I were partners in this 
revamche. 

We occupied two trees almost close together ; and had for 
antagonists no less than three savages, who had been all the 
morning most active in firing at as. I had received one ef their 
bullets through the sleeve of my coat, and Jake had the dandruff 
driven out of his wool, bat neither of as had been wounded. 

During the contest I had got " sight " upon one, and fancied I 
had spilled his blood. I could not be certain, however, as the 
three were well sheltered behind a clump of trees, and covered, 
also, by a thicket of dwarf palmettoes. 

One of these Indians, Jake wished particularly to kill. He 
was a huge savage — much larger than either of the others. He 
wore a head-dress of king-vulture plumes, and was otherwise 
distinguished by his costume. In all probability,* a chief. What 
was most peculiar in this man's appearance was his face, for we 
could see it at intervals, though only for an instant at a time. 
It was covered all over with a scarlet pigment — vermilion it was 
— and shone through the trees like a counterpart of the sun. 

It was not this, however, that had rendered the Indian an ob- 
ject of Jake's vengeance. The cause was different. The savage 
had noticed Jake's peculiar colour, and had taunted him with it 
several times during the fray. He spoke in his native tongue, 
but Jake comprehended it well enough. He was spited — exas- 
perated — and vowed vengeance against the scarlet chief. 
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I contrived at length to give him an opportunity. Cunningly 
adjusting my cap, so that it appeared to contain my head, I 
caused it to protrude a little around the trunk of the tree. It 
was an old and well-known ruse, but for all that, in Jake's 
phraseology, it "fooled" the Indian. 

The red countenance appeared above the palmettoes. A puff 
of smoke rose from below it. The cap was jerked out of my 
hand as I heard the report of the shot that had done it. 

A little after, I heard another crack, louder and nearer — 
the report of the negro's piece. I peeped around the tree to 
witness the effect. A spot of darker red dappled the bright 
disk of the Indian's face — the vermilion seemed suddenly encrim- 
soned. It was but a glance I had, for in the next instant the 
painted savage doubled back among the bushes. 

During all the time we had been engaged, the Indians did not 
appear desirous of advancing upon us — although, certainly, they 
were superior to us in point of numbers. The party we had been 
pursuing must have been joined by another one as numerous as 
itself. Not less than a hundred were now upon the ground, and 
had been so from the beginning of the fight. But for this acces- 
sion they would hardly have dared to attack us, and but for it 
we should have charged them at once, and tried the chances of 
a hand-to-hand conflict. We had seen, however, that they far 
outnumbered us, and were content to hold our position. 

They appeared satisfied with theirs, though by closing rapidly 
inwards they might have overpowered us. After all, their ranks 
would have been smartly thinned before reaching our line, and 
some of their best men would have fallen. No men calculate 
such chances more carefully than Indians ; and perhaps none are 
inferior to them in charging a foe that is entrenched. The 
weakest fort — even the most flimsy stockade — can be easily de- 
fended against the red warriors of the West. 

Their intention having been foiled by the failure of their first 
charge, they appeared not to contemplate another — contented 
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to hold 118 in siege — for to that situation were we, in reality, re- 
duced. After a time, their firing became less frequent, until it 
nearly ceased altogether, but we knew that this did not indicate 
any intention to retreat ; on the contrary, we saw some of them 
kindling fires afar off in the woods, no doubt with the design of 
cooking their breakfasts. 

There was not a man among us who did not envy them their 
occupation. 



CHAPTER LXXXV. 

A MEAGRE MEAL. 

To us the partial armistice was of no advantage. We dared 
not stir from the trees. Men were athirst, and water within 
sight — the pond glittering in the centre of the glade. Better 
there bad been none, since they dared not approach it. It only 
served to tantalize them. The Indians were seen to eat, without 
leaving their lines. A few waited on the rest, and brought them 
food from the fires. Women were observed passing backwards 
and forwards, almost within range of our guns. 

We were, all of us, hungry as famished wolves. We had been 
twenty-four hours without tasting food — even longer than that — 
and the sight of our enemies, feasting before our very faces, gave 
a keen edge to our appetites, at the same time rekindling our 
indignation. They even taunted us on our starving condition. 

Old Hickman had grown furious. He was heard to declare 
that he " war hungry enough to eat a Indyen raw, if he could 
git his teeth upon one," and he looked as if he would have 
carried 6ut the threat. 

" The sight o> cussed red skins," continued he, " swallerin' hnl 
collopa o' meat, while Ohristyian whites haint neery a bone to 
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pick, are enough to rile one to the last jeint in the eends c? the 
toes — by the tarnal allygator, it ar 1" 

It is a bare place, indeed, where such men as Hickman and 
Weatherford will not find resources ; and the energies of both 
were now bent upon discovery. They were seen scratching 
among the dead needles of the pines, that, as already stated, 
formed a thick layer over the surface of the ground. 

Of what were they in search ? worms ? — grubs ? — larvae or 
lizards ? One might have fancied so ; but no — it had not come 
to that. Hungry as they were, they were not yet ready to feed 
upon the reptiUa. A better resource had suggested itself to 
tbem ; and shortly after, an exclamation of joy announced that 
they had discovered the object of their search. 

Hickman was seen holding up a brownish coloured mass, of 
conical form, somewhat resembling a large pineapple. It was a 
cone of the broom pine, easily recognizable by its size and 



" Now, fellers 1" shouted he, in a voice loud enough to be 
heard by all around the glade, "jest gather a wheen o' these 
hyar tree-eggs, and break 'em open ; ye'U find kurnels inside o 1 
'em that aint bad chawin' — they aint equal to hog an' hominy ; 
but we hant got hog an' hominy, and these hyar '11 sarve in 
a pinch, I reck'n. Ef ye'U only root among the rubbage aroun 1 
ye, yell scare up a wheen— jest try it." 

The suggestion was eagerly adopted, and in an instant "all 
hands " were seen scratching up the dead leaves in search of pine 
cones. 

Some of these were found lying upon the surface, near at 
hand, and were easily procured, while others, were jerked within 
reach by ramrods or the barrels of rifles. Less or more, every 
one was enabled to obtain a supply. 

The cones were quickly cut open, and the kernels greedily 
devoured. It was by no means an inferior food ; for the seeds 
of the broom pine are both nutritive and pleasant to the palate. 
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Their quality gave universal satisfaction — it was only in quantity 
they were deficient, for there was not enongh of them within 
reach to stay the cravings of fifty stomachs hungry as ours 
were. 

There was some joking over this dry breakfast, and the more 
reckless of the party laughed while they ate, as though it had 
been a nutting frolic. But the laughter was short-lived — our 
situation was too serious to admit of much levity. 

It was an interval while the firing of the enemy had slackened, 
almost ceased ; and we had ample time to consider the perils of 
our position. Up to this time, it had not occurred to us that, in 
reality, we were besieged. The hurried excitement of the conflict 
had left us no time for reflection. We only looked upon the 
affair as a skirmish that must soon come to an end, by one side 
or the other proving victorious. 

The contest no longer wore that look ; it had assumed the 
aspect of a regular siege. We were eucompassed on every side 
— shut tip as if in a fortress, but not half so secure. Our only 
stockade was the circle of standing trees, and we had no block- 
house to retire to — no shelter in the event of being wounded. 
Each man was a sentry, with a tour of guard duty that must be 
continual ! 

Our situation was indeed perilous in the extreme. There was 
no prospect of escape. Our horses had all galloped off long since ; 
one only remained, lying dead by the side of the pond. It had 
been killed by a bullet, but it was not from the enemy. Hick- 
man had fired the shot ; I saw him, and wondered at the time 
what could be his object. The hunter had his reasons, but it 
was only afterwards I learned them. 

We could hold our ground against five times our number — 
almost any odds — but how about food ? Thirst we did not fear. 
At night we should have relief. Under the cover of night we 
could approach the pond, one after another. 

We had no apprehension from want of water ; but how about 
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food ? The cones we had gathered were bat a bite ; there 
were no more within reach ; we most yield to hanger — to famine. 

We conversed with one another freely, as if face to face 
We canvassed oar prospects ; they were gloomy enough. 

How was the affair to end ? How were we to be delivered 
from oar perilous situation ? These were the questions that 
occupied the thoughts of all 

We could think of only one plan that offered a plausible 
chance of escape ; and that was to hold our position until night- 
fall, make a sally in the darkness, and fight our way through the 
lines of our foes. It would be running the gauntlet ; a few of 
us would certainly fall — perhaps many — but some would escape. 
To stay where we were would be to expose our whole party to 
certain sacrifice. There was no likelihood of our being rescued 
by others ; no one entertained such a hope. As soon as hunger 
overcame us, we should be massacred to a man. 

Rather than patiently abide such a fate, we resolved, while 
yet strong, to risk all chances, and fight our way through the 
enemy's line. Darkness would favour the attempt ; and thus 
resolved, we awaited the going down of the sun. 



CHAPTER LXXXVI. 

A BULLET FROM BEHIND. 

If we thought the time long, it was not from want of occupa- 
tion. Daring the day, the Indians at intervals renewed their 
attack ; and notwithstanding all our vigilance, we had another 
man killed, and several slightly wounded. 

In these skirmishes, the savages showed a determination to get 
nearer our line, by making their advances from tree to tree. 
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We perfectly understood their object in this. It was not that 
they had any design of closing with us, thongh their numbers 
might have justified them in doing so. They were now far more 
numerous than at the beginning of the fight. Another fresh 
band had arrived upon the ground — for we had heard the shoots 
of welcome that hailed their coming. 

Bnt even with this accession of strength, they did not design 
to come to the encounter of sharp weapons. Their purpose in 
advancing was different. They had perceived that by getting 
close to our convex line, they would be near enough to fire upon 
those on the opposite side of the glade, who, of course, were 
then exposed to their aim. 

To prevent this, therefore, became our chief object and 
anxiety, and it was necessary to redouble our vigilance. 

We did so, regarding with serotinous glances the trunks 
behind which we knew the savages were skulking, and eyeing 
them as keenly as the ferret hunter watches the burrows of the 
warren. 

They had but slight success in their endeavours to advance. 
It cost them several of their boldest men ; for the moment one 
of them essayed to rush forwards, the cracks of three or four rifles 
could be heard ; and one of these was sure to deliver its messen- 
ger of death. The Indians soon became tired of attempting this 
dangerous manoeuvre ; and as evening approached, appeared to 
give up their design, and content themselves by holding us in 
siege. 

We were glad when the sun set and the twilight came on ; it 
would soon pass, and we should be able to reach the water. The 
men were maddened with thirst, for they had been suffering from • 
it throughout the whole day. During the daylight many would 
have gone to the pond, had they not been restrained by the pre- 
cepts of the more prudent, and perhaps more effectually by an 
example of which they had all been witnesses. One, more reck- 
less than the rest, had risked the attempt ; he succeeded in 
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reaching the water, drank to satisfaction, and was hastening 
back to his post, when a shot from the savages stretched him 
dead upon the sward. He was the man last killed ; and his life- 
less body now lay in the open ground, before the eyes of his 
comrades. 

It proved a warning to all ; for, despite the torture of thirst, 
no one cared to repeat the rash experiment 

At length the welcome darkness descended — only a glimmer 
of grey light lingered in the leaden sky. Men in twos and threes 
were now seen approaching the pond. Like spectres they 
moved, silently gliding over the open ground, but in stooping 
attitudes, and heads bent eagerly forwards in the direction of the 
water. 

We did not all go at once — though all were alike eager to 
quench their thirst — but the admonitions of the old hunter had 
their effect : and the more continent agreed to bear their pangs 
a little longer, and wait till the others should get back to their 
posts. 

It was prudent we so acted ; for, at this crisis, the Indians — 
no doubt suspecting what was going forward — renewed their fire 
with fresh energy. 

Whole volleys were discharged inwards and without aim, the 
darkness must have hindered an aim, but for all that, the bullets 
buzzed past our ears as thickly as hornets upon their flight. 
There was a cry raised that the enemy was closing upon us; and 
those who had gone to the water rushed rapidly back — some 
even without staying to take the much desired drink. 

During all this time I had remained behind my tree. My 
black follower had also stuck to his post like a faithful sentinel 
as he was. We talked of relieving one another by turns. Jake 
insisted that I should " drink first." 

I had partially consented to this arrangement, when the fire 
of the enemy suddenly reopened. Like others, we were appre- 
hensive that the savages were about to advance ; and we knew 
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the necessity of keeping them back. We agreed to keep our 
ground for a tittle longer. 

I had " one eye round the trunk of the tree, with my rifle 
raised " to the level — and was watching for a flash from the gnn 
of some savage, to guide me in my aim — when, all on a sadden, 
I felt my arm jerked upwards, and my gun shaken out of my 
grasp. 

There was no mystery about it. A bullet had passed through 
my arm, piercing the muscles that upheld it. I had shown too 
much of my shoulder, and was wounded — nothing more. 

My first thought was to look to my wound. I felt it distinctly 
enough, and that enabled me to discover the place. I saw that 
the ball had passed through the upper part of my right arm, just 
below the shoulder, and in its further progress had creased the 
breast of my uniform coat, where its trace was visible in the torn 
cloth. 

There was still light sufficient to enable me to make these 
observations ; and furthermore, that a thick stream of blood was 
gushing from the wound. 

I commenced unbuttoning my coat, the better to get at the 
wound. The black was ready by my side, rending his shirt into 
ribbons. 

All at once I heard him uttering an exclamation of surprise 
followed by the words, " Oorramighty 1 Mass George — dat shot 
come from ahind 1" 

" From behind ?" I shouted, echoing his words, and once more 
looking to the wound. 

" Yes, mass, yes — sartin he come from ahind." 

Some suspicion of this had already been in my thoughts : 1 
fancied that I had "felt" the shot from that quarter. 

It had been no fancy. On a more minute examination of the 
wound, and the torn traces upon the breast of my coat, the 
direction of the bullet was plainly perceived. Undoubtedly it had 
struck me from behind. 
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" Good God, Jake 1" I exclaimed, " it is so. The Indiana 
have advanced to the other side of the glade — we are lost I" 

Under this belief, we both faced towards the opening, when at 
that moment, as if to confirm as, another bullet whistled past our 
ears, and struck with a heavy " thud " into the tree by which we 
were kneeling. This one had certainly been fired from the other 
side of the glade — we saw the flash and heard the report of the 
gun that had sent it. 

What had become of onr comrades on that side ? Had they 
abandoned their posts, and permitted the Indians to advance ? 
Were they all by the pond, and thus neglecting their duty ? 

These were the first conjectures both of my companion and 
myself. It was too dark for as to see oar men under the 
shadows of the pines, bat neither did they appear in the open 
ground. We were puzzled, and shouted aloud for an explana- 
tion. 

If there were replies, we heard them not — for at that moment 
a wild yell from our savage enemies drowned all other cries, and 
a sight burst upon our eyes that caused the blood to curdle 
within our veins. 

Directly in point of the position that Jake and I held, and 
close to the Indian line, a red flame was seen suddenly springing 
up from the earth. It rose in successive puffs, each leaping 
higher and higher, until it had ascended among the tops of the 
trees. It resembled the flashes of large, masses of gunpowder 
ignited upon the ground, and such in reality it was. We read 
the intention at a glance. The Indians were attempting to fire 
the forest 1 

Their success was almost instantaneous. As soon as the sul- 
phureous blaze came in contact with the withered fascicles of 
foliage, the latter caught as though they had been tinder ; and 
with the velocity of projected rockets, the flames shot out in dif- 
ferent directions, and danced far above the tops of the trees. 
We looked around ; on all sides we beheld a similar spectacle. 
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That wild yell had been the signal for a circle of fires. The 
glade was encompassed by a wall of flame — red, roaring, and 
gigantic. The whole forest was on fire. From all points the 
flame appeared closing inwards, sweeping the trees as if they had 
been withered grass, and leaping in long sports high into the 
heavens. 

The smoke now came thick and heavy around as — each moment 
growing denser as the fire approached — while the heated atmos- 
phere was no longer endurable. Already it stifled oar breathing. 

Destruction stared as in the face, and men shouted in despair. 
Bat the roar of the burning pines drowned their voices, and one 
could not hear even his comrade who was nearest. Their looks 
were significant — for before the smoke fell, the glade was lit up 
with intense brilliance, and we could see one another with anna* 
tural distinctness. In the faces of all appeared the anxiety of 
awe. 

Not long continued I to share it. Too much blood had 
escaped from my neglected wound ; I tried to make into the 
open ground, as I saw others doing ; bat, before I got two steps 
from the tree, my limbs tottered beneath me, and I fell fainting 
to the earth. 



CHAPTER LXXXVn. 

A JURY AMID THE FIRE. 

I had a last thought, as I fell. It was that my life had 
reached its termination — that in a few seconds my body would 
be embraced by the flames, and I should horribly perish. The 
thought drew from me a feeble scream ; and with that scream 
my consciousness forsook me. I was as senseless as if dead— 
indeed, so far as sensibility went, I was dead ; and, had the 
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flames at that moment swept oyer me, I should not have felt 
them. Id all probability, I might hare been burned to 8? cinder 
without further pain. 

During the interval of my unconsciousness, I had neither 
dream nor apparition. By this, I knew that my soul must hare 
forsaken its earthly tenement. It may have been hovering above 
or around, but it was no longer within me. It had separated 
from my senses, that were all dead. 

Dead, but capable of being restored to life, and haply a resto- 
rative was at hand, with one capable to administer it. 

When my soul returned, the first perception I had was that I 
was up to my neck in water. I was in the pond, and in a 
recumbent position — my limbs and body under the water, with 
only my head above the surface, resting against the bank. A 
man was kneeling over me, himself half immersed. 

My returning senses soon enabled me to tell who the man was 
— my faithful Jake. He had my pulse in his band, and was 
gazing into my features with silent earnestness. As my open 
eyes replied to his gaze, he uttered an exclamation of joy, and 
the words : " Golly, Massa George ! you lib — thank be to Gor- 
ramighty, you lib. Keep up ya heart, young massa — you's a 
gwine to git ober it — sartin, your a gwine to git ober it." 

" I hope so, Jake," was my reply, in a weak voice ; but, feeble 
though it was, it roused the faithful fellow into a transport of 
delight, and he continued to utter his cheering ejaculations. 

I was able to raise my head and look around. It was a dread 
spectacle that on all sides greeted my eyes, and there was plenty 
of light wherewith to view it. The forest was still on fire, burn- 
ing with a continued roar, as of thunder or a mighty wind — 
varied with hissing noises, and loud crackling that resembled the 
platoon firing of musketry. One might have fancied it a 
fusilade from the Indians, but that was impossible. They must 
have long since retreated before the spreading circle of that all- 
consuming conflagration. There was less flame than when I 
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bad last^ looked upon it ; and less smoke in the atmosphere. 
The dry foliage had been suddenly reduced to a cinder, and the 
twiggy fragments had fallen to the earth, where they lay in a 
dense bed of glowing embers. 

Oat of this rose the tall trunks, half stripped of their branches, 
and all on fire. The crisp scaling bark had caught freely, and 
the resinous sap-wood was readily yielding to the flames. Many 
had burned far inwards, and looked like huge columns of iron 
heated to redness. The spectacle presented an aspect of the 
infernal world. 

The sense of feeling, too, might have suggested fancies of the 
same region. The heat was intense to an extreme degree. The 
atmosphere quivered with the drifting caloric. The hair had 
crisped upon our heads — our skins had the feel of blistering, and 
the air we inhaled resembled steam from the 'scape pipe of an 
engine. 

Instinctively I looked for my companions. A group of a dozen 
or more were upon the open ground near the edge of the pond, 
but these were not all. There should have been nearer fifty. 
Where wejre the others? Had they perished in the flames? 
Where were they ? 

Mechanically, I put the question to Jake. 

"Thar, massa," he replied, pointing downwards, "Tha dey 
be safe yet— ebbery one ob un, I blieve." 

I looked across the surface of the pond. Three dozen 
roundish objects met my glance. Tbey were the heads of my 
companions. like myself, their bodies were submerged most of 
them to the neck. They had thus placed themselves to shun the 
smoke, as well as the broiling heat. 

But the othere — they on the bank — why had they not also 
availed themselves of this cunning precaution ? Why were tbey 
still standing exposed to the fierce heat, and amid the drifting 
clouds of smoke ? 

The latter had grown thin and gauze-like. The forms of the 
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men were seen distinctly through it, magnified as in a mist. 
Like giants they were striding over the ground, and the guns in 
their hands appeared of colossal proportions. Their gestures 
were abrupt, and their whole bearing showed they were in a 
state of half frenzied excitement. 

It was natural enough amidst the circumstances that sur- 
rounded them. I saw they were the principal men of our 
party. I saw Hickman and Weatherford both gesticulating 
freely among them. No doubt they were counselling how we 
should act. 

This was the conjecture I derived from my first glance ; but 
a further surrey of the group convinced me I was in error. It 
was no deliberation about our future plans. In the lull between 
the volleys of the crackling pines, I could hear their voices. 
They were those of men engaged in angry dispute. The voices 
of Hickman and Weatherford especially reached my ear, and I 
perceived they were talking in a tone that betokened a high 
state of indignation. 

At this moment, the smoke drifting aside, discovered a group 
still further from the edge of the pond. There were six men 
standing in threes, and I perceived that the middle man of each 
three was tightly grasped by the two others. Two of them 
were prisoners 1 Were they Indians ? two of our enemies, who, 
amid the confusion of the fire, had strayed into the glade, and 
been captured? 

It was my first thought ; but at that instant, a jet of flame, 
shooting upwards, filled the glade with a flood of brilliant light 
The little group thus illuminated could be seen as distinctly as by 
the light of day. 

I was no longer in doubt about the captives. Their faces 
were before me, white and ghastly as if with fear. Even the red 
light failed to tinge them with its colour ; but wan as they were, 
I had no difficulty in recognising them. They were Spence and 
Williams. 
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CHAPTER LXXXVIII. 

QUICK EXECUTIONERS. 

I turned to the black for an explanation, bat before he could 
make reply to my interrogatory, I more than half comprehended 
the situation. 

My own plight admonished me. I remembered my wound — I 
remembered that I had received it from behind. I remembered 
that the ballet that struck the tree, came from the same quarter. 
I thought we had been indebted to the garages for the shots ; 
bat no, worse savages — Spence and Williams were the men 
who had fired them I 

The reflection was awful — the motive mysterious. 

And now returned to my thoughts the occurrences of the pre- 
ceding night — the conduct of these two fellows in the forest — 
the suspicious hints thrown out by old Hickman and his com- 
rades, and far beyond the preceding night, other circumstances, 
well marked upon my memory, rose freshly before me. 

Here again was the hand of Arena Ringgold. God, to 
think that this arch-monster 

" Dar only a tryin them two daam raskell," said Jako, in reply 
to the interrogatory I had put, " daat's what they am 'bout, 
Mass'r George, dat's all." 

" Who V I asked mechanically, for I already knew who were 
meant by the " two daam raskell." 

u Lor, Massr George ? doant yon see urn ober yonder — Spence 
an' William — golly 1 tha'r boaf as white as peeled pumpkins ! 
It war them that shot you, an' no Indians, arter all. I knowd 
dat from tha fust, an' I tol' Mass' Hickman de same ; bat Mass' 
Hickman 'clare he see urn for hisself— an' so too Mass 1 Weatha- 
ford— boaf seed 'am fire tha two shots. Thar a tryin 'on 'em 
for tha lives, dat's what tha men am doin'." 
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With strange interest I once more turned my eyes outward, 
and gazed, first at one group, then the other. The fire was now 
making less noise — the sapwood having nearly burnt out — and 
the detonations caused by the escape of the pent gases from 
the cellular cavities of the wood had grown less frequent. 
Voices could be heard over the glade, those of the improvised 
jury. 

I listened attentively. I perceived that a dispute was still 
raging between them. They were not agreed upon their ver- 
dict — some advocating the immediate death of the prisoners ; 
while others, adverse to such prompt punishment, would have 
kept them for further inquiry. 

There were some who could not credit their guilt — the deed 
was too atrocious, and hence improbable ; under what motive 
could they have committed it ? At such a time, too, with their 
own lives in direst jeopardy ? 

" Ne'er a bit o' jeppurdy," exclaimed Hickman in reply to the 
interrogatory, " ne'er a bit o' jeppurdy. Thar haint been a shot 
fired at eyther on 'em this bul day. I tell ye, fellers, thar's a 
un'erstannin' 'atween them an the Indyens. Thar no better'n 
spies, an' thar last night's work proves it ; an' but for the breakin' 
out of the fire, which they didn't expect, they'd been off arter 
firm' the shots. 'Twar all bamfoozle about thar gettin' lost — 
them fellers git lost, adeed I Both on 'em knows these hyar 
wuds as well as the anymals thet lives in 'em. Thum both been 
hyar many's the time, an' a wheen too often, I reckin. Lost 1 
wagh I Did yez iver hear o* a coon gittin' lost ?" Some one 
made reply, I did not hear what was said, but the voice of the 
hunter again sounded distinct and clear. 

" Ye palaver about thar motive — I s'pose you mean thar ree- 
zuns for sech bloody bizness I Them, I acknullidge, aint clar, 
but I hev my sespicions too. I aint a gwine to say who or what. 
Thar's some things as mout be, an' thar's some as moutn't ; but 
I've seed queer doin's in these last five yeern, an' I've heern o' 
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others ; an if what Pve heern bes true — what I've seed I know 
to be — thpD I tell ye, fellers, thar's a bigger than eyther o* 
thesen at the bottom o' the hul bizness — that's what thar be." 

" Bat do you really say yon saw them take aim in that direc- 
tion ; are you sure of that ?" 

This inquiry was put by a tall man who stood in the midst of 
the disputing party — a man of advanced age, and of somewhat 
severe aspect. I knew him as one of our neighbours in the set- 
tlement — an extensive planter — who had some intercourse with 
my uncle, and out of friendship for our family had joined the 
pursuit. 

" Sure," echoed the old hunter with emphasis, and not without 
some show of indignation ; " didn't me an' Jim Weatherford see 
'em wi' our own two eyes? an' thar good enough, I reckin, to 
mark sich varmints as them. We'd been a watchin' 'em all day, 
for we knowd thar war somethin' ugly a-foot. We seed 'em both 
fire acrost the gleed — an' sight plum-centre at young Randolph ; 
besides, the black himself sez that the two shots corned that 
away. What more proof kin you want ?" 

At this moment I heard a voice by my side. Tt was that of 
Jake, calling out to the crowd. 

" Mass' Hickman," cried he, " if dey want more proof, I b'lieve 
dis nigger can gib it. One ob de bullets miss young mass'r, an' 
stuck in da tree ; yonner's the verry tree itseff, that we wa be- 
hind, it ain't burn yet, it no take fire ; maybe, gen'lem'n, you 
mout find tha bullet tha still ? maybe you tell what gun he 
'longs to ?" 

The suggestion was instantly adopted. Several men ran to- 
wards the tree behind which Jake and I had held post ; and 
which, with a few others — near it, for some reason or other — had 
escaped the flames, and still stood with trunks unscathed in tho 
foreground of the conflagration. 

Jake ran with the rest and pointed out the spot. 

The bark was scrutinized, the hole found, and the leaden wit- 
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ness carefully picked out. It was still in its globe shape, slightly 
torn by the grooves of the barrel It was a rifle bullet, and 
one of the very largest size. 

It was known that Spence carried a piece of large calibre. 
But the guns of all the party were paraded, and their measure 
taken. The bullet would enter the barrel of no other rifle save 
that of Spence. 

The conclusion was evident — the verdict was no longer de- 
layed. It was unanimous, that the prisoners should die. 

" An' let 'em die like dogs as they are/' cried Hickman, indig- 
nantly raising his voice, and at the same time bringing his piece 
to the level, " Now, Jim Weatherford I look to yer sights 1 Let 
'em go thar, fellers I an' git yerselves out o^ the way. We'll gie 
'em a chance for thar cussed lives. They may take to yonner 
trees if they like, an git 'customed to it — for they'll be in a hot- 
ter place than that afore long. Let 'em go 1 let 'em go I I say, 
or by the tarnal I'll fire into the middle o' ye I" 

The men who had hold of the prisoners, perceiving the menac- 
ing attitude of the hunter, and fearing that he might make good 
his words, suddenly dropped their charge, and ran back towards 
the group of jurors. 

The two wretches appeared bewildered. Terror seemed to 
hold them speechless, and fast glued to the spot. Neither made 
any effort to leave the ground. Perhaps the complete impossibi- 
lity of escape was apparent to them, and prostrated all power to 
make the attempt. Of course, they could not have got away 
from the glade. Their taking to the trees was only mockery on 
the part of the indignant hunter. In ten seconds, they would 
have been roasted among the blazing branches. 

It was a moment of breathless suspense. Only one voice was 
heard — that of Hickman : 

" Now Jim, you sight Spence — gie tother to me." This was 
said in a hurried undertone, and the words had scarcely passed, 
when the two rifles cracked simultaneously. 



Digitized 



by Google 



AN KNKMY UNLOOKED FOR. 417 

The execution was over. The renegades had ceased to live. 

This speedy punishment of convicted rascals is a severe com- 
mentary upon the more refined proceedings of our judicial trials, 
in which every effort is made, and every argument strained to 
enable the culprit — known to be guilty — to escape the punish- 
ment due to his crimes, a result which is generally effected, either 
by some legal technicality or political machinery. 



CHAPTER LXXXIX. 

AN ENEMY UNLOOKED FOR. 

As, upon the stage of a theatre, the farce follows the grand 
melodrama, this tragic scene was succeeded by an incident ludi- 
crous to an extreme degree. It elicited roars of laughter from 
the men, that, under the circumstances, sounded like the laugh- 
ter of madmen ; maniacs indeed might these men have been 
deemed — thus giving way to mirth, with a prospect before them 
so grim and gloomy — the prospect of almost certain death, either 
at the hands of our savage assailants, or from starvation. 

Of the former we had no present fear. The flames that had 
driven us out of the timber, had equally forced them from their 
position ; and we knew they were now far from us. They could 
not be near. 

Now that the burnt branches had fallen from the pines, and 
the foliage was entirely consumed, the eye was enabled to pene- 
trate the forest to a great distance. On every side we com- 
manded a vista of at least a thousand yards, through the inter- 
vals between the red glowing trunks ; and beyond this we could 
hear by the " swiz " of the flames, and the continual crackling 
of the boughs, that fresh trees were being embraced within the 
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circle of conflagration, that was each moment extending its cir- 
cumference. 

The sounds grew fainter apace, until they bore a close resem- 
blance to the mutterings of distant thunder. We had fancied 
that the fire was dying out ; but the luminous ring around the 
horizon proved that the flames were still ascending. It was 
only that the noise came from a greater distance, that we heard 
it less distinctly. 

Our human foes must have been still further away, they must 
have retired before the widening rim of the conflagration. But 
they had calculated upon doing so before applying the torch. 
In all likelihood, they had retreated to the savanna, to await the 
result. 

Their object in firing the forest was not so easily understood. 
Perhaps they expected that the vast volume of flame would 
close over and consume us, or, more like, that we should be 
smothered under the dense clouds of smoke. This might in 
reality have been our fate, but for the proximity of the pond. 
My companions told me, that their sufferings from the smoke had 
been dreadful in the extreme — that they should have been stifled 
by it, had they not thrown themselves into the pond, and kept 
their faces close to the surface of the water, which was several 
feet below the level of the ground. It had been to me an hour 
of unconsciousness. My faithful black had carried me life- 
less, as he supposed, to the water, and placed me among the 
rest. 

It was afterwards — when the smoke had partially cleared 
away — that the spies were brought to account. Hickman and 
Weatherford, deeply indignant at the conduct of these mon- 
sters, would not bear of delay. They insisted upon immediate 
punishment ; and the wretches were seized upon, dragged out of 
the pond, and put upon their trial. It was at this crisis that 
my senses returned to me. 

As soon as the dread sentence had been carried into execu- 
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tion, the ci-devant jurors came rushing back to the pond, and 
plunged their bodies into the water. The heat was still intense, 
and painful of endurance. 

There were two only who appeared to disregard it, and still 
remained upon the bank. These were the two hunters. 

Knives in hand, I saw them stooping over a dark object that 
lay near. It was the horse that Hickman had shot in the morn- 
ing ; and I now perceived the old hunter's motive, that had 
hitherto mystified me. It was an act of that cunning foresight 
that characterized this man, apparently instinctive. 

They proceeded to skin the horse, and, in a few seconds, had 
pealed off a portion of the hide — sufficient for their purpose. 
They then cut out several large pieces of the flesh, and laid 
them aside. This done, Weatherford stepped off to the edge of 
the burning timber, and presently returned with an armful of half 
consumed fagots. These were erected into a fire, near the edge 
of the pond ; and the two, squatting down by its side, com- 
menced broiling the pieces of horse-flesh upon sapling spits, and 
conversing as coolly and cheerily as if seated in the chimney 
corner of their own cabins. 

There were others as hungry as they, who took the hint, and 
proceeded to imitate their example. The pangs of hunger were 
harder to bear than the hot atmosphere, and in a few minutes' 
time, a dozen men might have been observed, grouped like vul- 
tures around the dead horse hacking and hewing at the carcass. 

At this crisis occurred the incident which I have characterized 
as ludicrous. 

With the exception of the few engaged in their coarse cnisvne, 
the rest of us remained in the water. We were lying around the 
circular rim of the basin — our bodies parallel to one another, 
and our heads upon the bank. We were not dreaming of being 
disturbed by an intruder of any kind — at least for a time. We 
were no longer in fear of the fire, and our savage foemen were 
far off. 



Digitized 



by Google 



420 OSCEOLA. 

All at once, however, an enemy was discovered in an 
unexpected quarter — right in the midst of us. 

Just in the centre of the pond, where the water was deepest, 
a monstrous form rose suddenly to the surface ; at the same 
time that our ears were greeted with a loud bellowing, as if 
half a score of bulls were let loose into the glade. 

In an instant, the water was agitated and lashed into foam, 
and the spray fell in showers around our heads. 

Weird-like and sudden, as was the apparition, there was no- 
thing mysterious about it. The hideous form, and deep bary- 
tone were well known to all. It was simply an alligator. 

But for its enormous size the presence of the reptile would 
scarce have been regarded ; but it was one of the largest of 
its kind — its long body almost equalling the diameter of the 
pond, with huge gaunt jaws that seemed capable of swallowing 
a man at a single " gulp." Its roar, too, was enough to inspire 
even the boldest with terror. 

It produced this effect ; and the wild frightened looks of those 
in the water — their confused plunging and splashing, as they 
scrambled to their feet and hastened to get out of it — their simul- 
taneous rushing up the bank, and scattering off into the open 
ground — all contributed to form a spectacle ludicrous in the 
extreme. 

In less than ten seconds* time the great saurian had the pond 
to himself ; where he continued to bellow, and lash the water in 
his rage. 

He was not permitted to exult long in his triumph. The hun- 
ters, with several others, seized their rifles, and ran forwards to 
the edge of the pond, when a volley from a dozen guns termi- 
nated the monster's existence. 

Those who had been " ashore," were already convulsed with 
laughter at the scared fugitives ; but the latter, having recovered 
from their momentary affright, now joined in the laugh, till the 
woods rang with a chorus of wild cachinnations. 
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Could the Indians ha?e heard us at that moment, they must 
hare fancied us mad, or more likely dead, and that oar voices 
were those of their own fiends, headed by Wykom6 himself — 
rejoicing over the holocaust of their pale-faced foes. 



CHAPTER XC. 

A CONFLICT IN DARKNESS. 

The forest continued to born throughout the night, the follow- 
ing day, and the night after. Even on the second day, most of 
the trees were still on fire. 

They no longer blazed, for the air was perfectly still, and there 
was no wind to fan the fire into flame. It was seen in red 
patches against the trunks, smoldering and gradually becoming 
less, as its strength spontaneously died out. 

From many of the trees it had disappeared altogether, and 
these no longer bore any resemblance to trees, but looked like 
huge, sharp-pointed stakes, charred and black, as though pro- 
fusely coated with coal-tar. 

Though there were portions of the forest that might now have 
been traversed, there were other places where the fire still burned 
fiercely enough to oppose our progress. We were still besieged 
by the igneous element — as completely confined within the cir- 
cumscribed boundaries of the glade, as if encompassed by a hos- 
tile army of twenty times our number — indeed, more so. No 
rescue could possibly reach us. Even our enemies, so far as our 
safety was concerned, could not have " raised the siege." 

So far the old hunter's providence had stood us in good stead. 
But for the horse some of us must have succumbed to hunger ; 
or, at all events, suffered its extreme. We had been now four 
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days without food — except what the handful of pine-cones and 
the horse-flesh afforded as ; and still the fiery forest hemmed 
us in. There was no alternative bat to stay where we were 
until, as Hickman phrased it, " the woods should git cool." 

We were cheered with the hope that another day would effect 
this purpose, and we might travel with safety. 

The prospect before as was gloomy as that around as. As 
oar dread of the fire declined, that of our human foes increased 
in an inverse proportion. We had but little hope of getting off 
without an encounter. They could traverse the woods as soon 
as we, and were certain to be on the look-out. With them the 
account was still to be settled. The gauntlet was yet to be 
ran. 

Bat we had grown fierce and less fearful The greatest cow- 
ard of our party had become brave, and no one voted for either 
skulking or hanging back. Stand or fall, we had resolved upon 
keeping together, and cutting oar way through the hostile lines, 
or dying in the attempt. It was bat the old programme, with 
a slight change in the misc-cn-sc&ne. 

We waited only for another night to carry oar plans into exe- 
cution. The woods would scarce be as "cool" as we might 
have desired, but hanger was again hurrying ns. The horse — a 
small one — had disappeared. Fifty starved stomachs are hard 
to satisfy. The bones lay around clean picked — those that con- 
tained marrow, broken into fragments and emptied of their con- 
tents ; even the hideous saurian was a skeleton I 

A more disgusting spectacle was presented by the bodies of 
the two criminals. The heat had swollen them to enormous pro- 
portions, and decomposition had already commenced. The air 
was loaded with that horrid effluvia peculiar to the dead body of 
a human being. 

Our comrades who fell in the fight had been buried, and there 
was some talk of performing the like office for the others. No 
one objected ; but none volunteered to take the trouble. In 
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such cases men are overpowered by an extreme apathy ; and this 
was chiefly the reason why the bodies of these wretches were 
suffered to remain without interment. 

With eyes bent anxiously towards the west, we awaited the 
going down of the sun. So long as his bright orb was above 
the horizon, we could only guess at the condition of the fire. 
The darkness would enable us to distinguish that part of the 
forest that was still burning, and point ont the direction we 
should' take. The fire itself would guide us to the shunning 
of it. 

Twilight found us on the tiptoe of expectation, and not with- 
out hope. There was but little redness among the scathed pines 
— the smoke appeared slighter than we had yet observed it. 
Some believed that the fires were nearly out — all thought the 
time had arrived when we could pass through them. 

An unexpected circumstance put this point beyond conjecture. 
While we stood waiting, the rain began to fall — at first in big 
solitary drops, but in a few moments it came pouring down as if 
all heaven's fountains had been opened together. 

We hailed the phenomenon with joy. It appeared an omen 
in our favour. We could hardly restrain ourselves from setting 
forth at once ; but the more cautious counselled the rest to 
patience, and we stood awaiting the deeper darkness. 

The rain continued to pour — its clouds hastening the night. 
As it darkened, scarce a spark appeared among the trees. 

" It is dark enough," urged the impatient. The others 
yielded, and we started forth into the bosom of the ruined forest. 
We moved silently along amid the black, calcined trunks. Each 
grasped his gun tight and ready for use. Mine was held only in 
one hand — the other rested in a sling. 

In this plight I was not alone. Half a dozen of my comrades 
had been also " winged f and together we kept in the rear. The 
better men marched in front, Hickman and Weatherford acting 
as guides. 
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The rain beat down upon us. There was no longer a foliage 
to intercept it. As we walked under the burnt branches, the 
black char was driven against our faces, and as quickly washed 
off again. Most of the men were bareheaded — their caps were 
over the locks of their guns to keep them dry — some sheltered 
their priming with the skirts of their coats. 

In this manner we had advanced nearly half a mile, we knew 
not in what direction ; no guide could have found path in such a 
forest. We only endeavoured to keep straight forward, with 
the view of getting beyond our enemies. So long unmolested, we 
had begun to hope that we might. 

Alas I it was a momentary gleam. We were underrating the 
cunning of our red foes. They had watched us all the time — had 
dogged our steps, and at some distance off, were marching on 
both sides of us, in two parallel lines. While dreaming of safety 
we were actually in their midst I 

The flashes of a hundred guns through the misty rain — the 
whistling of as many bullets — were the first intimation we had 
of their presence. 

Several fell under the volley. Some returned the fire — a few 
thought only of making their escape. 

Uttering their shrill cries, the savages closed in upon us. In 
the darkness they appeared to outnumber the trees. 

Save the occasional report of a pistol, no other shot was heard 
— no one thought of reloading. The foe was upon us before 
there was time to draw a ramrod. The knife and hatchet were 
to be the arbiters of the fight. 

The struggle was sanguinary as it was short. Many of our 
brave fellows met their death ; but each killed his foeman — some 
two or three of them — before he fell. 

We were soon vanquished. The enemy was five to one — how 
could it be otherwise ? They were fresh and strong ; we weak 
with hunger — almost emaciated — many of us wounded — how 
could it be otherwise ? 
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I saw but little of the conflict — perhaps no one saw more ; it 
was a straggle amidst opaque darkness. 

With my one hand — and that the left — I was almost help- 
less. I fired my rifle at random, and had contrived to draw a 
pistol ; but the blow of a tomahawk hindered me from using it, 
at the same time felling me senseless to the earth. 

I was only stunned, and when my senses returned to me, I 
saw that the conflict was over. Dark as it was, I could perceive 
a number of black objects lying near me upon the ground. They 
were the bodies of the slain. 

Some were those of my late comrades — others their foes — in 
many instances locked in each other's embrace I 

The savages were stooping over, as if separating them. On 
the former they were executing their last hideous rite of ven- 
geance — they were scalping them. 

A group was nearer ; the individuals composing it were stand- 
ing erect. One in their midst appeared to issue commands. 
Even in the grey light I could distinguish three waving plumes. 
Agaiu Osceola I 

I was not free, or at that moment I should have rushed for- 
wards and grappled him, vain though the vengeful effort might 
have been. But I was not free. 

Two savages knelt over me, as if guarding me against such an 
attempt. I perceived my black follower near at hand — still 
alive, and similarly cared for. Why had they not killed us ? 

At this moment a man was seen approaching. It was not he 
with the ostrich plumes, though the latter appeared to have sent 
him. 

As he drew near, I perceived that he carried a pistol. My 
hour was come. The man stooped over me, and placed the 
weapon close to my ear. To my astonishment he fired it into 
the air I 

I thought he had missed me, and would try again. But this 
was not his purpose. He only wanted a light. 
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While the powder was ablaze, I caught a glance of the coun- 
tenance. It was an Indian's, bat I thought I had seen it before; 
and from some expression the man made use of, he appeared tc 
know me. 

He passed quickly from me, and proceeded to the spot where 
Jake was held captive. The pistol must have had two barrels, 
for I saw him fire it again, stooping in the same manner oyer the 
prostrate form of the black. He then rose and called out t. 

" It is they— still alive." 

This information appeared meant for him of the black plumes, 
for the moment it was given he uttered some exclamation I did 
not comprehend, and then walked away. 

His voice produced a singular impression upon me. I fancied 
it did not sound like Osceola's I 

We were kept upon the ground only for a few minutes longer, 
and then a number of horses were brought up. Upon two of 
these Jake and I were mounted, and fast tied to the saddles. 
A signal was then given, and, with an Indian riding on each side 
of us, we were carried off through the woods. 



CHAPTER XCI. 

THE BLACK PLUMES. 

We journeyed throughout the whole night. The burnt woods 
were left behind, and having crossed a savanna, we rode for 
several hours through a forest of giant oaks, palms, and mag- 
nolias. I knew this by the fragrance of the magnolia blossoms, 
that, after the fetid atmosphere that we had been breathing, 
smelt sweet and refreshing. Just as day was breakiug, we 
arrived at an opening in the woods, where our captors halted. 

The opening was of small extent — a few acres only — bounded 
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on all sides by a thick forest of palms, magnolias, and live oaks. 
Their foliage drooped to the ground, so that the glade appeared 
encompassed by a vast wall of green, through which no outlet 
was discernible. 

Through the grey light, I perceived the outlines of an en- 
campment. There were two or three tents with horses picketed 
around them, and human forms, some of them upright and 
moving about, others recumbent upon the grass, singly, or in 
clusters, as if sleeping together for mutual warmth. A large 
fire was burning in the midst, and around it were men and 
women, seated and standing. 

Within the limits of this camp we had been earned, but no 
time was left us for observation. The moment we halted, we 
were dragged roughly from our horses, and flung prostrate upon 
the grass. We were next turned upon our backs. Thongs were 
tied around our waists and ankles, our arms and limbs drawn 
out to their full extent, and we were staked firmly to the ground, 
like hides spread out for drying. Of course, in this attitude, we 
could see no more of the camp — nor the trees — nor the earth 
itself — only the blue heavens above us. 

Under any circumstances, the position would have been pain- 
ful, but my wounded arm rendered it excruciating. 

Our arrival had set the camp in motion. Men came out to 
meet us, and women stooped over us, as we lay on our backs. 
There were Indian squaws among them, but, to my surprise, I 
noticed that most of them were of African race — mulattoes, sam- 
boes, and negresses I 

For some time they stood over, jeering and taunting us. They 
even proceeded to inflict torture — they spit on us, pulled out 
handfuls of our hair by the roots, and stucksharp thorns into 
our skin, all the while yelling with a fiendish delight, and jab- 
bering an unintelligible patois, that appeared a mixture of 
Spanish and Yamassee. 

My fellow-captive fared as badly as myself. The homogenous 
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color of his skin elicited no sympathy from these female Sends. 
Black and white were alike the victims of their hellish spite. 

Part of their jargon I was able to comprehend, aided by a 
slight acquaintance with the Spanish tongue, I made out what 
was intended to be done with us — we were to be tortured. 

We had been brought to the camp to be tortured. We were 
to be the yictims of a grand spectacle, and these infernal hags 
were exulting in the prospect of the sport our sufferings should 
afford them. For this .only had, we been captured, instead of 
being killed. 

Into whose hound hands had we fallen ? Were they human 
beings ? Were they Indians ? Could they be Seminoles, whose 
behaviour to their captives hitherto, had repelled every insinua- 
tion of torture ? 

A shout arose as if in answer to my questions. The voices 
of all around were mingled in the cry, but the words were the 
same: 

"Mulato-micoJ mulato-mico! viva, mulato-mico P 

The trampling of many hoofs announced the arrival of a 
band. They were the warriors who had been engaged in the 
fight — who had conquered and made us captive. Only half a 
dozen guards had been with us on the night-march, and had 
reached the camp at day-break. The new comers were the 
main body, who had stayed upon the field to complete the de- 
spoliation of their fallen foes. I could not see them, though 
they were near, for I heard their horses trampling around. 

I lay listening to that significant shout : 

" Mulato-mico ! viva, mulato-mico !" 

To me the words were full of terrible import. The phrase 
" Mulato-mico* was not new to me, and I heard it with a feel- 
ing of dread. But it was scarce possible to increase apprehen- 
sions already excited to the full. A hard fate was before 
me. The presence of the fiend himself could not make it more 
certain. 
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My fellow-victim shared my thoughts. We were near, and 
could converse. On comparing oar conjectures, we found that 
they coincided. 

But the point was soon settled beyond conjecture. A harsh 
voice sounded in our ears, issuing an abrupt order, that scat- 
tered the women away ; a heavy footstep was heard behind — 
the speaker was approaching. 

In another instant his shadow fell upon my face ; and the 
man himself stood within the limited circle of my vision. 

Despite the pigment that disguised his natural complexion — 
despite the beaded shirt, the sash, the embroidered leggins — 
despite the three, black plumes, that waved over his brow, I easily 
identified the man. He was no Indian, but a mulatto — " yellow 
Jake" himself. 



CHAPTER XCIL 

BURIED ALIVE. 

I had expected the man. The cry " Mulato-mico," and after- 
wards his voice — still well remembered — had warned me of his 
coining. I expected to gaze upon him with dread ; strange it 
may seem, but such was not the case. On the contrary, I 
beheld him, with a feeling akin to joy. Joy at the sight of 
those three black plumes that nodded above his scowling temples. 

For a moment I marked not his angry frowns, nor the wicked 
triumph that sparkled in his eye. The ostrich feathers were 
alone the objects of my regard — the cynosure of my thoughts. 
Their presence upon the crest of the " mulatto king" elucidated 
a world of mystery — foul suspicion was plucked from out my 
bosom — the preserver of my life — the hero of my heart's admi- 
ration was still true— Osceola was true ! 
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In the momentary exultation of this thought, I almost forgot 
the gloom of my situation ; but soon the yoice of the mulatto 
once more roused me to a consciousness of its peril 

" Carajo /" cried he, in a tone of malignant triumph. " Alfin 
vtnganza ! (At last vengeance !) — Both, too, white and black 
— master and slave — my young tyrant and my rival ! ha ! ha ! 
ha 1" " Me tie to tree," continued he, after a burst of hoarse 
laughter. " Me burn, eh f burn 'live ? Your turn come now — 
trees plenty here ; but no, me teach you better plan. Car* 
rambo, si ! far better plan. Tie to tree, captive sometime 'scape, 
ha I ha 1 ha 1 Before burn, me show you sight. Ho, there !" he 
shouted, motioning to some of the bystanders to come near. 
" Untie hands — raise 'em up — both faces turn to camp — basta ! 
basta ! that do. Now white rascal — Black rascal look 1 — what 
see yonder ?" 

As he issued these orders, several of his creatures pulled up 
the stakes that had picketed down our arms, and raised us into 
a sitting posture, our bodies slewed round, till our faces bore 
full upon the camp. It was broad daylight — the sun shining 
brightly in the heavens. Under such a light every object in the 
camp was distinctly visible — the tents — the horses — the motley 
crowd of human occupants. We regarded not these. On two 
forms alone our eyes rested — they were my sister and Viola. 

They were close together, as I had seen them once before — 
Viola seated with her head drooping, while that of Virginia 
rested in her lap. The hair of both was hanging in dishevelled 
masses — the black tresses of the maid mingling with the golden 
locks of her mistress. They were surrounded by guards, and 
appeared unconscious of our presence. But one was dispatched 
to warn them. 

As the messenger reached them, we saw them both start, and 
look inquiringly abroad. In another instant their eyes were 
upon us. A thrilling scream announced that we were recog- 
nized. They cried out together. I heard my sister's voice 
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pronooQcing my name. I called to her in return. I saw her 
spring to her feet, toss her arms wildly above her head, and 
attempt to rnsh towards me. I saw the guards taking hold of 
her, and rudely dragging ber back. Oh, it was a painful sight ! 
death itself could not have been so hard to endure. But we 
were allowed to look upon them no longer. Suddenly jerked 
upon our backs, our wrists were once more staked down, and we 
lay in our former recumbent attitudes. 

Painful as were our reflections, we were not allowed to indulge 
in them alone. The monster continued to stand oyer us, taunt- 
ing us with spiteful words, and, worse than all, gross allusions to 
my sister and Viola. Oh, it was horrible to bear 1 Molten lead 
poured into our ears could scarce have tortured us more. 

It was almost a relief when he desisted from speech, and we 
saw him commence making preparations for our torture. We 
knew that the hour was nigh ; for he had himself said so, as he 
issued the orders to his fellows. Some horrible mode of death 
had been promised, but what it was we were yet in ignorance. 

Not long did we remain so. Several men were seen approach- 
ing the spot, with spades and pickaxes in their hands. They 
were negroes— old field hands — and knew how to use such im- 
plements. 

They stopped near us, and commenced digging the ground. 
Ood ! were we to be buried alive ? 

This was the conjecture that first suggested itself. If true, it 
was terrible enough ; but it was not true. We were designed 
to undergo a still more horrible fate ! 

Silently, and with the solemn air of grave-diggers, the men 
worked on. The mulatto stood over directing them. He was 
in high glee, occasionally calling to us in mockery, and boasting 
how skillfully he should perform the office of executioner. 

The women and savage warriors clustered around, laughing at 
his sallies, or contributing their quota of grotesque wit, at which 
they uttered yells of demoniac laughter. We might easily have 
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fancied ourselves in the infernal regions, in the middle of a 
crowd of jibberiog fiends, who stood grinning down upon us, as 
if they drew delight from our anguish. 

We noticed that few of the men were Seminoles. Indians 
there were ; but these were of dark complexion, nearly black. 
They were of the tribe of Tamassees — a race conquered by the 
Seminoles, and partially engrafted into their nation. Bat most 
of those we saw were black negroes, zamboes, and mulattoes, 
descendants of Spanish maroons, or " runaways " from the 
American plantations. There were many of the latter ; for I 
could hear English spoken among them. No doubt there were 
some of my own slaves mixing with the motley crew, though 
none of them came near, and I could only note the faces of those 
who stood over me. 

In about half an hour the diggers had finished their work. 
Our stakes were drawn, and we were dragged forwards to the spot 
where they had been engaged. 

As soon as I was raised up, I bent my eyes upon the camp ; 
but my sister was no longer there. Viola, too, was gone. They 
had been taken either inside the tents or back among the 
bushes. 

I was glad they were not there : they would be spared this 
pang of a horrid spectacle ; though it was not likely that from 
any such motive the monster had removed them. 

Two dark holes yawned before us, deeply dug into the earth. 
They were not graves ; or if so, it was not intended our bodies 
should be placed vertically in them. 

If their shape was peculiar, so too was the purpose for which 
they were made. 

We were soon to become acquainted with it. 

We were conducted to the edge of the cavities, seised by the 
shoulders, and eacii of us plunged into the one that was neareot 
They proved just deep enough to bring our throats on a level 
with the surface, while standing erect. The loose earth was 
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then shovelled in, and kneaded firmly around us. More was 
added, until our shoulders were covered up, and only our heads 
appeared above ground. 

- The position was ludicrous enough ; and we might have 
laughed ourselves, but that we were standing in our graves. 

From the fiendish spectators it drew yells of laughter. 

What next ? Was this to be the end of their proceedings ? 
Were we to be thus left to perish, miserably, and by inches ? 
Hunger and thirst would in time terminate our existence ; but, 
oh, the long hours of anguish that must be endured ! 

Whole days of misery we must suffer before the spark of life 

should forsake us — whole days of horror and Ha I they had 

not yet done with us I 

No : a death like that we had been fancying appeared too 
easy to the monster who directed them. The resources of his 
hatred were far from being exhausted : he had still other, and 
far keener, torture in store for us. 

" Carajo I good 1" cried he, as he stood admiring his con- 
trivance ; " better than tie to tree — good fix, eh ? No fear 
'scape — Carrai, no. Bring fire!" 

Bring fire! It was to be fire, then, the extreme instrument 
of torture. We heard the word — that word of fearful sound. 
We were to die by fire 1 

Our terror had arrived at its height. It rose no higher when 
we saw fagots carried up to the spot, and built in a ring 
around our. heads. It rose no higher when we saw the torch 
applied, and the dry wood catching the flame. It rose no higher 
as the blaze grew red, and redder, and we felt its angry glow 
upon our skulls, soon to be calcined like the sticks themselves. 

No ; we could suffer no more. Our agony had reached the 
acme of endurance, and we longed for death to relieve us. If 
another pang had been possible, there was cause for it in those 
screams now proceeding from the opposite edge of the camp. 
Even in that dread hour, we could recognize the voices of my 

19 
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sister and Viola. The unmerciful monster had brought them 
out again to witness the execution. We saw them not; bnt their 
wild plaints proved that they were spectators of the horrid 
scene. 

Hotter and hotter grew the fire, and nearer licked the flames. 
I heard mj hair crisping and singing at the fiery contact. 

Objects swam dizzily before my eyes. The trees tottered and 
reeled, the earth whirled round. My skull ached as if it would 
soon split ; my brain was drying op ; my senses were fast for- 
saking me. 



CHAPTER XCm. 

DEVILS OB ANGELS. 

Was I enduring the tortures of the future world ? % Were 
these its fiends that grinned and jibbered around me ? See! they 
scatter and fall back ! Some one approaches who can com- 
mand them. Pluto himself? No ; it is a woman — a woman 
here ? — is it Proserpine ? If a woman, surely she will have mercy 
upon me ! Vain hope 1 There is no mercy in hell Oh, my 
brain 1 Horror I horror! 

There are women — these are women — they look not fiends I 
No, they are angels ! Would they were angels of mercy 1 

But they are. See ! one interferes with the fire. With her 
foot she dashes it back, scattering the fagots in furious haste. 
Who is she 1 If I were alive, I would call her Haj-Ewa ; but 
dead, it must be her spirit below. 

But there is another. Ha ! another, younger and fairer. If 
they be angels, this must be the loveliest in heaven. It is the 
spirit of Maumee I 

How comes she in this horrid place among fiends ? It is not 
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the abode for her. She was guilty of no crime that should send 
her here. 

Where am I ? Have I been dreaming ? I was on fire just 
now — only my brain it was that was burning ; my body was 
cold enough — where am I ? 

Who are you, that stand over me, pouring coolness upon my 
head 1 Are you not Haj-Ewa, the mad queen ? 

Whose soft fingers are those I feel playing upon my temples ? 
Oh — the exquisite pleasure imparted by their touch ! Bend 
down, that I may look upon your face, and thank you — " Maumee! 
Maumee !" 

Then I am not dead. I live. I am saved I 

It was Haj-Ewa, and not her spirit. It was Matlmee herself 
— whose beautiful, brilliant eyes were looking into mine. No 
wonder I had believed it to be an angel 

" Carajo 1" sounded a voice, that appeared hoarse with rage. 
11 Remove those women ! — pile back the fires. Away, mad queen ! 
— go back to your tribe I these my captives — your chief no 
claim — Carrambo! — you not interfere ; pile back the fires I" 

41 Tamassees !" cried Haj-Ewa, advancing towards the Indians ; 
" Obey him not ! or dread the wrath of Wykome ! His spirit 
will be angry, and follow you in vengeance. Wherever you go 
the ektita mice will be on your path, and its rattle in your ears. 
Hulwak ! It will bite your heel as you wander in the woods. 
Speak I not truth, thou king of the Serpents V 

As she uttered the interrogatory, she raised the rattle-snake 
in her hands, holding it so that it might be distinctly seen by 
those whom she addressed. The reptile hissed, accompanying 
the sibilation with a sharp "skirr" of its tail. Who could 
doubt that it was an answer in the affirmative ? 

Not the Tamassees, who stood awe-bound and trembling in 
the presence of the mighty sorceress. 

" And you, black runaways and renegades," she continued to 
the negro allies — " you who have no god, and fear not Wykome — 
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dare to rebuild the fires — dare to lift one fagot — and yon shall 
take the place of jour captives. A greater than yon yellow 
monster, your chief, will soon be on the ground. HMclas ! Ho I 
yonder the rising snn 1 he conies — he comes I" 

As she ceased speaking, the hoof-strokes of a horse echoed 
through the glade, and a hundred voices simultaneously raised 
the shout : " Osceola 1 Osceola 1" That cry was grateful to 
my ears. Though already rescued, I had begun to fear it might 
prove only a short relief. Our delivery from death was still far 
from certain — our advocates were but weak women. The mu- 
latto king, in the midst of his fierce satellites, would scarce have 
yielded to their demands. Alike disregarded would have been 
their entreaties. The fire would have been re-kindled, and the 
execution carried out to its end. 

In all probability this would have been the event, had not 
Osceola in good time arrived upon the ground. 

His appearance, and the sound of his voice, at once reassured 
me. Under his protection we had nothing more to fear, awf a 
soft voice whispered in my ear that he came as our deliverer. 

His errand was soon made manifest. Drawing bridle, he 
halted near the middle of the camp, directly in front of us. 
I saw him dismount from his fine black horse — like himself, 
splendidly caparisoned — and handing the reins to a bystander, 
he came walking towards us. His port was superb — his costume 
brilliantly picturesque ; and once more, I beheld those three 
ostrich plumes — the real ones ; that had played such a part in 
my suspicious fancy. 

When near the spot, he stopped, and gazed inquiringly towards 
us. He might have smiled at our absurd situation, but his 
countenance betrayed no signs of levity. On the contrary, it was 
serious and sympathetic. I fancied it was sad. 

For some moments he stood in a fixed attitude, without say- 
ing a word. His eyes wandered from one to the other — my 
fellow-victim and myself ; as if endeavouring to distinguish us. 
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No easy task. Smoke, sweat and ashes, mast hare rendered us 
extremely alike, and both difficult of identification. 

At this moment, Maumee glided up to him, whispered a word 
in his ear, and returning again, knelt oyer me, and chafed my 
temples with her soft hands. 

With the exception of the young chief himself, no one heard 
what his sister had said ; but upon kirn her words appeared to 
produce an instantaneous effect. A change passed over his 
countenance. The look of sadness gave place to one of furious 
wrath ; and turning suddenly to the yellow king, he hissed out 
the word " Fiend !" 

For some seconds he spoke no more, but stood gazing upon 
the mulatto, as though he would annihilate him by his loot 
The latter quailed under the conquering glance, and trembled 
like a leaf, but made no answer. 

" Fiend and villain 1" continued Osceola, without changing 
either tone or attitude. " Is this the way you have carried out 
my orders ? Are these the captives I commanded you to take ? 
Vile runaway of a slave I who authorized you to inflict the fiery 
torture J Who taught you J Not the Seminoles, whose name 
you have adopted and disgraced. By the spirit of Wykome ! 
but that I have sworn never to torture a foe, I should place 
you where these now stand, and bum your body to ashes ( 
From my sight — begone I No— stay where you are. On second 
thoughts, I may need you." And with this odd ending to his 
speech, the young chief turned upon his heel, and came walking 
towards us. 

The mulatto did not vouchsafe a reply, though his looks were 
full of vengeance. Once, during the flagellation, I thought I 
noticed him turn his eyes towards his ferocious followers, as if 
to invoke their interference. 

But these knew that Osceola was not alone. As he came up, 
the trampling of a large troop had been heard, and it was evi- 
dent that his warriors were in the woods not for distant A 
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single yo-ohrehee, in the well known voice of their chief, would 
bring them upon the ground before its echoes had died. 

The yellow king seemed himself to be aware of their proxi- 
mity. Hence it was that he replied not. A word at that 
minute might have proved his last ; and with a sulky frown upon 
his face, he remained silent. 

" Release them I" said Osceola, addressing the ordeoamt dig- 
gers ; " and be careful how yon handle your spades." 

" Randolph I" he continued, bending over me ; " I fear I have 
scarce been in time. I was far off when I heard of this, and 
have ridden hard. Ton have been wounded — are you ill 
hurt?" 

I attempted to express my gratitude, and assure him I was 
not much injured ; but my voice was so toak and hoarse as to" 
be hardly intelligible. It grew stronger, however, as those fair 
fingers administered the refreshing draught, and we were soon 
conversing freely. 

Both of us were quickly " unearthed," and with free limbs 
stood once more upon the open ground. My first thoughts were 
to rush towards my sister, when, to my surprise, I was restrained 
by the chief. 

" Patience/' said he ; " not yet, not yet — Matimee will go and 
assure her of your safety. See I she knows it already 1 Go, 
Maumee ! Tell Miss Randolph, her brother is safe 1 and will 
come presently. But she must remain where she is, only for a 
little while. Go, sister, and cheer her." 

Turning to me, he added in a whisper ; " She has been placed 
there for a purpose — you shall see. Gome with me— I shall 
show you a spectacle that may astonish you — there is not a 
moment to be. lost ; I hear the signal from my spies. A minute 
more, and we are too late — come 1 come 1" 

Without opposing a word, I hastened after the chief, who 
walked rapidly towards the nearest edge of the woods. 

He entered the timber, but went no farther. When fairly on- 
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der cover of the thick foliage, he stopped, turned round, and 
stood facing towards the camp. 

Obedient to a sign, I imitated his example. 



CHAPTER XCIV. 

THE END 07 ARENS RINGGOLD. 

I had not the slightest idea of the chiefs intention, or what 
was the nature of the spectacle I had been promised. Some- 
what impatient, I questioned him. 

" A new way of winning a mistress," said he, with a smile. 

" But who is the lorer ? — who to be the mistress V I in- 
quired. 

" Patience, Randolph, and you shall see. Oh ! it is a rare 
experiment — a most cunning plot, and would be laughable were 
it not for the tragedy mixed up with it. Ton shall see. But 
for a faithful friend, I should not have known of it, and would 
not have been here to witness it. For my presence and your 
life, as it now appears — more still, perhaps, the safety of your 
sister — you are indebted to Raj-Swa." 

" Noble woman V 

" Hist ! they are near — I hear the tread of hoofis. One — two 
— three. It must be they — yes — yonder. See V 

I looked in the direction pointed out, a small party of horsemen 
— half a dozen in all — was seen emergiug from the timber, and rid- 
ing with a brush into the open ground. As soon as they were fairly 
uncovered, they spurred their horses to a gallop, and with loud 
yells dashed rapidly into the midst of the camp. On reaching 
this point they fired their pieces — apparently into the air — and 
then continuing their shouts, rode on. 
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I saw that they were white men, and this surprised me, bat 
what astonished me still more, was that I knew them. At least 
I knew their faces, and recognized the men as some of the most 
worthless scamps of our own settlement. 

A third surprise awaited me, on looking more narrowly at 
their leader. Him I knew well. Again it was Arens Ring- 
.gold. 

I had not time to recover from the third surprise, when still a 
fourth was before me. The men of the camp — both negroes 
and Yamassees — appeared terrified at this puny attack, and scat- 
tering off, hid themselves in the bushes. They yelled loudly 
enough, and some fired their guns as they retreated; but, like the 
attacking party, their shots appeared directed into the air I 
Mystery of mysteries 1 what could it mean ? 

I was about to inquire once more, when I observed that my 
companion was occupied with his own affairs, and did not desire 
to be disturbed. I saw that he was looking to his rifle, as if 
examining the sights. 

Glancing back into the glade, I saw that Ringgold had ad- 
vanced close to where my sister was seated, and was just halt- 
ing in front of the group. I heard him address her by name, 
and pronounce some phrase of congratulation. He appeared 
about to dismount with the design of approaching her on foot, 
while his men, still upon horseback, were galloping through the 
camp, huzzaing fiercely and firing pistols through the air. 

" His hour is come," muttered Osceola, as he glided past me ; 
" a fate deserved and long delayed — it is come at last," and 
with these words, he stepped forth into the open ground. 

I saw him raise his piece to the level, its muzzle pointed to- 
wards Ringgold, and the instant after, the report rang over the 
camp. 

The shrill " Carha-queene" pealed from his lips, as the plan- 
ter's horse sprang forwards with an empty saddle, and the rider 
himself was seen struggling upon the grass. 
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The others uttered a terrific cry, and with fear and astonish- 
ment depicted in their looks, galloped back into the bashes — 
without waiting to exchange a word with their wounded leader, 
or a shot with the man who had wounded him. 

"My aim has not been true," -said Osceola, with singular 
coolness ; "he still lives. I have received much wrong from 
him and his — aye, very much wrong — or I might spare his 
wretched life. But no — my vow must be kept — he must die I" 

As he said this he, rushed after Ringgold, who had regained 
his feet, and was making towards the bushes, as with a hope of 
escape. 

A wild scream came from the terrified wretch, as he saw the 
avenger at his heels. It was the last time his voice was heard. 

" In a few bounds Osceola was by his side — the long blade 
glittered for an instant in the air — and the downward blow was 
given, so rapidly, that the stroke could scarce be perceived. 

The blow was instantaneously fatal. The knees of the 
wounded man suddenly bent beneath him, and he sank lifeless on 
the spot where he had been struck — his body after death re- 
maining doubled up as it had fallen. 

" The fourth and last of my enemies," said Osceola, as he re- 
turned to where I stood ; " the last of those who deserved my 
vengeance, and against whom I had vowed it." 

" Scott V 9 I inquired. 

" He was the third — he was killed yesterday, and by this 
hand. Hitherto I have fonght for revenge — I have had it — I 
have slain many of your people — I have had full satisfaction, 
and henceforth" 

The speaker made a long pause. 

" Henceforth ?" I mechanically inquired. 

" I care but little how soon they kill me." 

As Osceola uttered these strange words, he sank down upon 
a prostrate trunk, covering his face with his hands. I saw that 
he did not expect a reply. 

19* 
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There was a sadness in his tone, as though some deep sorrow 
lay upon his heart, that could neither be controlled nor com- 
forted. I had noticed it before ; and thinking he would rather 
be left to himself, I walked silently away. 

A few moments after I held my dear sister in my arms, while 
Jake was comforting Viola in his black embraces. 

His old rival was no longer near. During the sham attack 
he had imitated his followers, and disappeared from the field ; 
bnt though most of the latter soon returned, the yellow king, 
when sought for, was not to be found in the camp. His ab- 
sence roused the suspicions of Osceola, who was now once more 
in action. By a signal his warriors were summoned ; and came 
galloping up. Several were instantly dispatched in search of 
the missing chief, but after a while these came back without 
having found any traces of him. One only seemed to have dis- 
covered a clue to his disappearance. The followers of Ringgold 
consisted of only five men. 

The Indian had gone for some distance on the path by which 
they had retreated. Instead of five, there were six sets of horse 
tracks upon the trail. 

The report appeared to produce an unpleasant impression upon 
the mind of Osceola. Fresh scouts were sent forth, with orders 
to bring back the mulatto, living or dead. 

The stern command proved that there were strong doubts 
about the fealty of the Yellow Chief, and the warriors of Osceola 
appeared to share the suspicions of their leader. 

The patriot party had suffered from defections of late. Some 
of the smaller clans, wearied of fighting, and wasted by a long 
season of famine, had followed the example of the tribe Omatla, 
and delivered themselves up at the forts. Though in the battles 
hitherto fought, the Indians had generally been successful, they 
knew that their white foemen far outnumbered them, and that 
in the end the lattermost triumph. The spirit of revenge, for 
wrongs long endured, had stimulated them at the first ; but they 
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had obtained fall measure of vengeance, and were content. Love 
of country — attachment to their old homes — mere patriotism was 
now balanced against the dread of almost complete annihilation. 
The latter weighed heaviest in the scale. 

The war spirit was no longer in the ascendant. Perhaps at 
this time had overtures of peace been made, the Indians would 
have laid down their arms, and consented to the removal Even 
Osceola could scarce have prevented their acceptance of the con- 
ditions, and it was doubtful whether he would have made the 
attempt. 

Gifted with genius, with full knowledge of the strength and 
character of his enemies, he must have foreseen the disasters that 
were yet to befall his followers and his nation. It could not be 
otherwise. 

Was it a gloomy forecast of the future that imparted to him 
that melancholy air, now observable both in his words and 
acts ? Was it this, or was there a still deeper sorrow — the an- 
guish of a hopeless passion — the drear heart-longing for a love he 
* might never obtain ? 

To me it was a moment of strong emotions, as the young chief 
approached the spot where my sister was seated. Even then 
was I the victim of unhappy suspicions, and with eager scrutiny I 
scanned the countenances of both. 

Surely I was wrong. On neither could I detect a trace of 
aught that should give me uneasiness. The bearing of the chief 
was simply gallant and respectful. The looks of my sister were 
but the expressions of a fervent gratitude. 
. Osceola spoke first. 

11 1 have to ask your forgiveness, Miss Randolph, for the scene 
you have been forced to witness ; but I could not permit this 
man to escape. Lady, he was your greatest enemy, as he has 
been ours. Through the cooperation of the mulatto, he had 
planned this ingenious deception, with the design of inducing you 
to become his wife ; but foiling in this, the mask would have 
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been thrown off, and yon — I need not give words to his fool intent 
It is fortunate I arrived in time." 

" Brave chief I" exclaimed Virginia — " twice have you preserved 
the lives of my brother and myself — more than our lives. We 
have neither words nor power to thank you. I can offer only this 
poor token to prove my gratitude." 

As she said this, she advanced towards the chief, and handed 
him a folded parchment, which she had drawn from her bosom. 

Osceola at once recognized the document. It was the title 
deeds of his patrimonial estate. 

" Thanks, thanks 1" he replied, while a sad smile played over 
his features. " It is, indeed, an act of disinterested friendship. 
Alas ! it has come too late. She who so much desired to pos- 
sess this precious paper, who so much longed to return to that 
once loved home, is no more. My mother is dead. On yester- 
night her spirit passed away." 

It was news even to Maumee, who, bursting into a wild pa- 
roxysm of grief, fell upon the neck of my sister. Their arms be- 
came entwined, and both wept — their tears mingling as they fell. 

There was silence, broken only by the sobbing of the two girls 
and at intervals the voice of Virginia murmuring words of con- 
solation. Osceola himself appeared too much affected to speak. 

After a while, the chief aroused himself from his sorrowing 
attitude. 

" Gome, Randolph !" said he — " we must not dwell on the 
past, while such a doubtful future is before us. Yon must go 
back to your home and rebuild it. You have lost only a house. 
Your rich lands still remain, and your negroes will be restored to 
you. I have given orders ; they are already on the way. This 
is no place for her," and he nodded towards Virginia. "You 
need not stay your departure another moment. Horses are 
ready for you ; I myself will conduct you to the borders, and 
beyond that you have no longer an enemy to fear. 19 

As he pronounced the last words, he looked significantly to- 
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wards the body of the planter, still lying near the edge of the 
woods. I understood his meaning, bnt made no reply. 

" And she," I said — " the forest is a rude home, especially in 
such times — may she go with us ?" 

My words had reference to Maiimee. The chief grasped my 
hand and held it with earnest pressure. With joy JL beheld gra- 
titude sparkling in his eye. 

" Thanks 1" he exclaimed, " thanks for that friendly offer. It 
was the very favour I would have asked. Ton speak true ; the 
trees must shelter her no more. Randolph, I can trust you with 
her life — with her honour. Take her to your home 1" 



CHAPTER XOV. 

THE DEATH WARNING. 

The sun was going down as we took our departure from the 
Indian camp. For myself, I had not the slightest idea of the 
direction in which we were to travel, but with such a guide there 
was no danger of losing the way. 

We were far from the settlements of the Suwanee — a long 
day's journey — and we did not expect to reach home before an- 
other sun should set. That night there would be moonlight, if 
the clouds did not hinder it ; and it was our intention to travel 
throughout the early part of the night, and then encamp. By 
this means the journey of to-morrow would be shortened. 

To our guide the country was well known, and every road that 
led through it. 

For a long distance the route conducted through open woods, 
and we could all ride abreast ; but the path grew narrower, and 
we were compelled to go by twos or in single file. * 
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Habitually the young chief and I kept in the advance — our 
sisters riding close behind as. Behind them came Jake and 
Viola, and in the rear half a dozen Indian horsemen — the guard 
of Osceola. I wondered he had not brought with him more of 
his followers, and even expressed my surprise. 

He made light of the danger. 

The soldiers, he said, knew better than to be out after night, 
and for that part of the country through which we would travel 
by daylight, no troops ever strayed into it. Besides, there 
had been no scouting of late — the weather was too hot for the 
work. If we met any party they would be of his own people. 
From them, of course, we had nothing to fear. Since the war 
began he had often travelled most of the same route alone. He 
appeared satisfied there was no danger. 

For my part, I was not satisfied. I knew that the path we 
were following would pass within a few miles of Fort King. I 
remembered the escape of Ringgold's crew. They were likely 
enough to have ridden straight to the fort, and communicated 
an account of the planter's death, garnished by a tale of their 
own brave attack upon the Indian camp. Among the authori- 
ties, Ringgold was no common man ; a party might be organized 
to proceed to the camp. We were on the very road to meet 
them. 

Another circumstance I thought of— the mysterious disap- 
pearance of the mulatto, as was supposed, in company with these 
men. It was enough to create suspicion. I mentioned my sus- 
picion to the chief : 

"No fear," said he, in reply, "my trackers will be after 
them — they will bring me word in time — but no," he added, 
hesitatingly, and for a moment appearing thoughtful ; " they 
may not get up with them before the night falls, and then — you 
speak true, Randolph — I have acted imprudently. I should not 
care for these foolish fellows — but the mulatto— that is different 
— he knows all the paths, and if it should be that he is turning 
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traitor — if it Well ! we are astart now, and we most go 

on. You have nothing to fear — and as for me — Osceola never 
yet turned his back upon danger, and will not now. Nay, will 
yon believe me, Randolph, I rather seek it than otherwise ?" 

" Seek danger ?" 

" Aye— death— death I" 

" Speak low — do not let them hear you talk thus." 

" Ah ! yes," he added, lowering his tone, and speaking in a 
half soliloquy, " in truth, I long for its coming." 

The words were spoken with a serious emphasis that left no 
room to doubt of their earnestness. 

Some deep melancholy had settled upon his spirit and preyed 
upon it continually. What could be its cause ? 

I could remain silent no longer. Friendship, not curiosity, in- 
cited me. I put the inquiry. 

" Y<m have observed it, then ? But not since we set out — 
not since you made that friendly offer ? Ah ! Randolph, you 
have rendered me happy. It was she alone that made the pros- 
pect of death so gloomy." 

II Why speak you of death ?" 
" Because it is near." 

" Not to you ?" 

" Yes — to me. The presentiment is upon me that I have not 
long to live." 

" Nonsense, Powell." 

" Friend, it is true — I have had my death warning." 

" Gome, Osceola ! This is unlike — unworthy of you. Surely 
you are above such vulgar fancies. I will not believe you can 
entertain them." 

" Think you I speak of supernatural signs ? Of the screech 
-of the war-bird, or the hooting of the midnight owl ? Of omens 
in the air, the earth, or the water ? No— no. I am above such 
shallow superstitions. For all that, I know I must soon die. It 
was wrong of me to call my death-warning a presentiment — it is 
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a physical fact that announces my approaching end — it is 
hert? 

As he said this, he raised his hand, pointing with his fingers 
as if to indicate the chest. 

I understood his melancholy, meaning. 

" I would rather," he continued, after a pause, " rather it had 
been my fate to fall upon the field of battle. True, death is not 
alluring in any shape, but that appears to me most preferable. 
I would choose it rather than linger on. Nay, I have chosen it. 
Ten times have I thus challenged death — gone half way to meet 
it ; but like a coward, or a coy bride, it refuses to meet me." 

There was something almost unearthly in the laugh that ac- 
companied these last words — a strange simile — a strange man ! 

I could scarce make an effort to cheer him. In fact, he needed 
no cheering : he seemed happier than before. Had it not been 
so, my poor speech, assuring him of his robust looks, would have 
been words thrown away. He knew they were but the false 
utterances of friendship. 

I even suspected it myself. I had already noticed the pallid 
skin — the attenuated fingers — the glazed and sunken eye. This, 
then, was the canker that was prostrating that noble spirit — the 
cause of his deep melancholy. I had assigned to it one far dif- 
ferent. 

The future of his sister had been the heaviest load upon his 
heart. He told me so as we moved onward. 

I need not repeat the promises I then made to him. It was 
not necessary they should be vows : my own happiness would 
hinder me from breaking them. 
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CHAPTER XCVL 

osgeola's fate — conclusion. 

We were seated near the edge of the little opening where we 
had encamped, a pretty parterre, fragrant with the perfume of a 
thousand flowers. The moon was shedding down a flood of 
silvery light, and objects around appeared almost as distinct as 
by day. The leaves of the tall palms — the waxen flowers of the 
magnolias — the yellow blossoms of the zanthoxylon trees could 
all be distinguished in the clear moonbeams. 

The four of us were seated together, brothers and sisters, 
conversing freely, as in the olden times, and the scene vividly 
recalled those times to all of us. Bnt the memory now produced 
only sad reflections, as it suggested thoughts of the future. 
Perhaps we four should never thus meet again. Gazing upon 
the doomed form before me, I had no heart for reminiscences 
of joy. 

We had passed Fort King in safety — had encountered no 
white face — strange I should fear to meet men of my own race — 
and no longer had we any apprehension of danger, either from 
ambush or open attack. 

The Indian guards, with black Jake in their midst, were near 
the centre of the glade, grouped by a fire, and cooking their 
suppers. So secure did the chieftain feel that he had not even 
placed a sentinel on the path. He appeared indifferent to 
danger. 

The night was waning late, and we were about retiring to 
the tents, which the men had pitched for us, when a singular 
noise reach us from the woods. To my ears it sounded like the 
surging of water — as of heavy rain, or the sough of distant 
rapids. 
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Osceola interpreted it otherwise. It was tbe continuous 
"whistling" of leaves, caused by numerous bodies passing 
through the bushes, either of men, or animals. 

We instantly rose to our feet, and stood listening. 

The noise continued, but now we could hear the snapping of 
dead branches, and the metallic clink of weapons. 

It was too late to retreat. The noise came from every ride. 
A circle of armed men were closing around the glade. 

I looked towards Osceola. I expected to see him rush to his 
rifle that lay near. To my surprise he did not stir. 

His few followers were already on the alert, and had hastened 
to his side to receive his orders. Their words and gestures de- 
clared their determination to die in his defence. 

In reply to their hurried speeches, the chieftain made a sign 
that appeared to astonish them. The butts of their guns suddenly 
dropped to the ground, and the warriors stood in listless atti- 
tudes, as if they had given up the intention of using them. 

" It is too late," said Osceola in a calm voice, " too late ! we 
are completely surrounded. Innocent blood might be spilled, and 
mine is the only life they are in search of. Let them come on — 
they are welcome to it now. Farewell, sister ! Randolph, fare- 
well ! — farewell, Virg . 

The plaintive screams of Mattmee — of Virginia — my own burst- 
ing, and no longer silent grief, drowned the voice that was utter* 
ing those wild adieus. 

Clustered around the chief, we knew not what was passing, 
until the shouts of men, and the loud words of command proceed- 
ing from their officers, warned us that we were in the midst of a 
battalion of soldiers. On looking up we saw that we were hem- 
med in by a circle of men in blue uniform, whose glancing bar- 
rels and bayonets formed a chtvaux defrise around us. 

As no resistance was offered, not a shot had been fired ; and 
save the shouting of men, and the ringing of steel, no other 
sounds were heard. Shots were fired afterwards, but not to kill. 
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It was a feu-d&jme to celebrate the success of this important 
capture. 

The capture was soon complete— Osceola, held by two men, 
stood in the midst of his pale-faced foes a prisoner. His follow- 
ers were also secured, and the soldiers fell back into more ex- 
tended line— the prisoners still remaining in their midst. 

At this moment a man' appeared in front of the ranks, and 
near to where the captives were standing. He was in conversa- 
tion with the officer who commanded. His dress bespoke him an 
Indian ; but his yellow face contradicted the supposition. His 
head was turbaned, and three black plumes drooped oyer his 
brow. There was no mistaking the man. The sight was mad- 
dening. It restored all his fierce energy to the captive chief ; 
and flinging aside the soldiers, as if they had been tools, he 
sprang forth from their grasp, and bounded towards the yellow 
man. Fortunate for the latter, Osceola was unarmed. He had 
no weapon left him — neither pistol nor knife — and while wring- 
ing a bayonet from the gun of a soldier, the traitor found time 
to escape. 

The chief uttered a groan as he saw the mulatto pass through 
the serried line, and stand secure beyond the reach of his ven- 
geance. 

It was but a fancied security on the part of the mulatto. The 
death of the renegade was decreed, though it reached him from 
an unexpected quarter. 

As he stood outside, bantering the captives, a dark form was 
seen gliding up behind him. The form was that of a woman — a 
majestic woman — whose grand beauty was apparent even in 
the moonlight. But few saw either her or her beauty. The 
prisoners alone were facing towards her, and witnessed her ap- 
proach^ 

It was a scene of only a few seconds' duration. The woman 
stole close up to the mulatto, and for a moment her arms ap- 
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peared entwined aronnd his neck. There was the sheen of some 
object that in the moonlight gleamed like metal It was a living 
weapon — it was the dread crotalus ! 

Its rattle conld be heard distinctly, and close following came 
a wild cry of terror, as its victim felt the cold contact of the 
reptile aronnd his neck, and its sharp fangs entering his flesh. 

The woman was seen suddenly to withdraw the serpent, and 
holding its glistening body over her head, she cried ont : 

" Grieve not, Osceola I thou art avenged ! — the chitta-mico 
has avenged yon !" 

Saying this, she glided rapidly away, and before the astonished 
listeners could intercept her retreat, she had entered among tho 
bushes and disappeared. 

The horror-struck wretch tottered over the ground, pale and 
terrified, his eyes almost starting from their sockets. 

Men gathered around and endeavoured to administer remedies. 
Gunpowder and tobacco were tried, but no one knew the simples 
that would cure him. 

It proved his death-stroke ; and before another sun went down, 
he had ceased to live. 



With Osceola's capture the war did not cease — though I bore 
no further part in it. Neither did it end with his death, which 
followed a few weeks after — not by court-martial execution, for 
he was no rebel, and could claim the privilege of a prisoner of 
war, but of that disease which he knew had long doomed him. 
Captivity may have hastened the event. His proud spirit sank 
under confinement, and with it the noble frame that contained 
it. 

Friends and enemies stood around him in his last hour, and 
listened to his dying words. Both alike wept. In that chamber 
there was not a tearless cheek — and many a soldier's eye was 
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moist as he listened to the muffled drum that made music over 
the grave of the noble Osceola. 



After ell, it proved to be the jovial captain who had won the 
heart of my capricious sister. It was long before I discovered 
their secret — which let light in upon a maze of mysteries — and I 
was so spited about their having concealed it from me, that I 
almost refused to share the plantation with them. 

When I did so at length, under threat of Virginia — not her 
solicitor — I kept what I considered the better half for myself and 
Matimee. The old homestead remained ours, and a new house 
soon appeared upon it — a fitting casket for the jewel it was 
destined to contain. 

I had still an out-plantation to spare — the fine old Spanish 
clearing on the Tupelo Creek. I wanted a man to manage it — 
or rather a "man and wife of good character without incum- 
brances/' 

And for the purpose, who could have been better than black 
Jake and Viola, since they completely answered the above con- 
ditions? 

I had another freehold at my disposal — a very small one. It 
was situated by the edge of the swamp, and consisted of a log 
cabin, with the most circumscribed of all " clearings " around it. 
But this was already in possession of a tenant whom, although 
he paid no rent, I would not have ejected for the world. He 
was an old alligator hunter of the name of Hickman. 

Another of like "kidney" — Weatherford by name — lived 
near on an adjoining plantation ; but the two were oftener to- 
gether than apart. Both had suffered a good deal of rough 
handling in their time, from the claws of " bars," the jaws and 
tails of alligators, and the tomahawk of Indians. When to- 
gether or among friends, they were delighted to narrate their 
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hair-breadth escapes, and both were often heard to declare that 
the " toughest scrape they ever come clar out o', wor when they 
wor on a jury-trial, surrounded by a burnm' forest o J dog-goned 
broom pines, an' about ten thousand red Indyuns." 

They did come clear out of it, however, and lived long after 
to tell the tale with many a fanciful exaggeration. 
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more thrilling adventure, bolder incident, and glowing description than had ever before 

appeared in the same field of literature. 

THE HUNTERS' FEAST j 

OR, CONVERSATIONS AROUND THE OAMP-FIRB. 
BtautifuUy IUuetrated with Sight Engraving* by N. Oaa. Priee $1 SS. 
In all our experience we hare never met with a book which gives such vivid and soul- 
stirring pictures of the wonderful and terrible adventures of a Western Hunter's and 
Trapper's life, as are presented in this evidently truthful narratlYe. 

THE WHITE CHIEF j 

A LEGEND OF NORTH MEXICO. 
One Volume, ttmo., Eight Elegant Illustration*, cloth. Price $1 85. 
This b another of those popular works of adventure which have taken such a hold of 
the American public— adapted as they are to rouse all that feeling of .enthusiasm and 
thirst for bold deeds wi.lch seems to be Inherent in the breasts of our people. 

THE QUADROON; 

OR, A LOVER'S ADVENTURES IN LOUISIANA. 
IUuetrated with Eight Elegant Engraving: Price $1 95. 
Another spirited and brilliant romance, quite equal in stirring interest, graphic descrlp- * 
tions of natural scenery, and truthful, vivid portraitures of character, to anything the 
Captain has yet written, and little more need be said in its favor. 

THE WAR TRAIL; 

OR, THE HUNT OF THE WILD HORSE. 

One Volume, ttmo., Eight Beautiful Illustration*, doth. Price $1 15. 
Oapi. Mayne Reid was an officer in our. army during the late war with Mexico, and 
while in that country met with many adventures, which form the groundwork of his last 
and best effort. We can truthfully say It is the most interesting book of the day. 



BAHGEBS AND BEGULAT0B8 OF THF T AH AHA; 

OR LIFE AlttONCl THE LAWLESS. 

BT JUDGE ARRINGTON. 
Eight Beautiful Illustrations. $1 25, 
The author of this book was Judge of the Rio Grande District, In Texas, for many years, 
and has produced a work of unsurpassing interest. It is a vivid description of Border 
Life, Lynch Law, Might Makes Right, etc., which characterised the early settlement of 
Texas. There Is just enough of civilisation and romance in the work to soften the moro 
startling revelations, and to render it, as a whole, a volume of high merit. 

Address all Orders to 

ROBERT M. DEWITT, Publisher, 

160 & 162 Nafsau Street, N. Y. 

W. H. TuiSOJf , Printer and 8tersotyper, R*r of 41 and 4* Oratn 8k, N. T 
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IX 

THE PEAOTICE 

OF 

A NEW YORK SURGEON. 

BY EDWARD H. DIXON, M.D., 

EDITOR OF THI "SCALPEL." 

Embellished with Bght Exquisite Engravings, from original Designs, by Daxlit, 
Infrared by N. Oaa. Elegantly bound In cloth, gilt. Price, #1 86. 

This highly Interesting work li the embodiment of much that to Tamable In aoieooe and 
striking In Incident. The facta and narratives here groaned together hare been gleaned 
daring a practice both varied and lengthy, and from source* the most diverse both to 
means and matter. The canopied coach and the lowly pallet— pampered luxury and 
starred mendicity— hare each contributed to Illustrate some of those phases, the peculi- 
arity of which has led many a reflecting mind to exclaim— M Verily, life Is a mystery, and 
death the solution thereof I*' 

" Let us hope that, whatever truths useful to humanity may be found within these 
pages, will lire for a little while after the hand that sketched them is resolved Into its 
elements, and mingled with the atmosphere and the earth whence it originated * 

The following is but a small portion of the Contents : 



Seen* in City Practice.— WiU Medicine Cure Con- 
The Cholera of »82— The sumption t— Origin of Con- 
Broadway Workwomen— The sumption— The 8tetbescope — 
Young Mother— The Last Formation of Tubercles- 
Day's Work— Terry's Court* Cough an Early Symptom— 
ship. » Bronchitis. 

The Nerve l*ou>er.— What. Scent* in Southern Prac- 
is the Nature of the Nerve \Uce.— King Death in his Yel 



Power? — Its action on our 
Bodies, under the various 
Stimuli — Its Power over the 
Contraction of the Muscles— 
The Influence of Prolonged 
Inspiration In Curing Dis- 
eases and in giving strength 
to the Body— How does It 
compare with other Systems 
of Curef 

On Hooping Cough, 
What is Hooping Cough f 
— Period ol Occurrence— 
First Symptoms— 8ubUe Cha- 
racter of the Contagion — 
Period of Duration. — Its 
usual Attendants — Manner 
of Treatment— Has Medicine 
any power over itf 



low Robe — The Proud Mer- 
chant — The Lovely Creole 
Wife. 

On Croup.— What to' 
Croup*— Its Symptoms and 
Treatment. 

Scarlet Fever.— What are 
the Causes of its Dreadful 
PaLHty f— Has Medicine any 
control over It T 

Recollection* of City 
Practice. — Privation — Our 
Two Lodgers — A Faithful 
81ster— First Affection — An 
Unworthy Ohject— The Art- 
less Victim — The Toung 
Mother— The Wedding— Ma- 
ternal Love— The Legacy — 
The Closing Scene. 



Important* of Truth in 
Education. The Right ,«of 
Discovery* Fairy Stories- 
Children should behold Truth 
In their Patents. 

Scene* in a Weetem Phy- 
•idon't Mf*.— What Is Me- 
mory t— College Life in the I 
Country— The Pious Student 
—The Orphan Betrayed— The 
Robin's Nest— Maternal Re- 
flections—What is Lover— 
The Funeral Pile : what is Its 
Philosophy f 

Function* of the Skin.— 
Cold Fatal to Infants. 

Scene* in CUy Practice.— 
1. Death's Quartette In a Oar- 
ret— Delirium Tremens— %. 
Precarlousness of Medics 
Life in New York— A Profes- 
sions! Martyr— The Curse of 
an Irish Practice— Death of 
the Physician, his Widow 
and Child— Parental Love- 
Mercantile Affection — The 
Love of Money. 
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